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CHAPTER   XX 

STAETLTNG   NEWS 

Sir  Mortimer  received  the  news  of  the  loss  of 
the  ship  whilst  he  was  in  Paris.  He  had  sent 
his  foreign  address  to  the  office  in  the  Minories, 
always  hoping  to  hear  from,  or  of,  his  daughter, 
and  Air.  Butcher  wrote  to  him,  unknown  to 
me,  and  perhaps  to  Mr.  Hobbs. 

He  at  once  came  to  London  :  he  arrived  in 
the  afternoon.  The  bank  was  closed  and  he 
drove  to  my  rooms,  where  he  found  me.  He 
was  very  pale  and  looked  ill,  but  whether  he 
had  disciphned  his  mind  during  his  journey, 
or  was  a  person  of  more  fortitude  than  I  had 
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imagined,  his  behaviour  was  almost  calm 
compared  to  what  I  had  expected  to  find  it 
on  our  first  meeting. 

'  When  we  surrendered  her,'  were  almost 
his  first  words  after  holding  me  by  the  hand 
and  struggling  as  though  with  his  tears,  '  I 
had  a  feeling  we  should  never  again  meet.  I 
ought  not  to  have  permitted  her  to  take  so 
long  a  voyage.  She  was  too  delicate,  her 
health  was  too  poor,  she  was  too  used  to  have 
comforts ' — he  could  not  proceed  for  some 
moments.  He  then  said,  '  She  was  my  only 
child.  I  am  now  alone  in  the  world,'  and, 
casting  himself  into  a  chair,  he  hid  his  face 
and  gave  way. 

'  I  will  not  believe  there  is  no  hope,'  I 
exclaimed,  and,  sitting  down  beside  him,  I 
repeated  all  that  I  had  gathered  from  my 
talk  with  the  boatswain  Wall,  with  whom  I 
had  conversed  for  above  a  couple  of  hours  on 
the  previous  day,  having  brought  him  to  the 
bank  by  a  letter  and  taken  him  into  a  private 
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room,  wliere,  with  my  father,  I  had  closely 
questioned  him,  getting  all  that  his  experiences 
as  an  old  seaman  could  reveal  of  the  chances 
a  shipwrecked  company  had  in  those  seas 
where  Marie  had  been  abandoned. 

Sir  Mortimer  hstened  to  me  with  passionate 
interest,  dwelling  upon  every  syllable,  catch- 
ing me  up  if  he  did  not  clearly  understand. 
Sometimes  his  eyes  brightened,  as  with  a  little 
struggle  of  hope,  but  often  he  shook  his 
head. 

'  Consider,'  he  exclaimed,  '  the  "  Lady 
Emma"  was  dismasted  July  2.'  (I  had  all 
necessary  notes  of  dates  and  the  like  in  my 
note-book.)  '  The  crew  left  her  on  the 
fourth.  This  is  October  5;  you  cannot 
believe  that  the  helpless  hull  has  continued 
to  float  in  such  frightful  seas  as  run  off  Cape 
Horn  all  this  while.' 

'  I  don't  say  so.  I  don't  dream  it.  God 
forbid,  indeed ;  for  that  would  put  an  end  to 
all  chance   of  our   ever  seeing  Marie  again. 

B  2 
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But  may  we  not  believe  that  slie  was  fallen 
in  with  long  ago  ?  ' 

'  Why  have  we  not  heard  ?  There  has 
been  time ! ' 

'  No.  Suppose  the  vessel  that  rescued 
them  was  proceeding  to  Australia.  We  might 
need  another  three  months  to  hear.' 

'  Oh.  but  think  ! '  he  exclaimed,  '  a  dis- 
masted hull,  utterly  helpless  ;  the  horrors  and 
perils  of  ice  close  to,  a  wild  sea  continually 
running — she  has  not  the  strength  to  meet 
such  sufferinofs ;  thev  will  have  broken  her 
poor  heart.  Oh  !  Archie,  she  has  been  taken  ! 
She  is  dead !     We  shall  never  see  her  again.' 

He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  this,  and  I 
daresay  his  comparative  calmness  rose  from 
his  resolution  to  accept  the  worst  at  once. 
Though  he  knew  little  or  nothing  about  the 
sea,  he  could  not  hsten  to  my  version  of  Wall's 
story  without  regarding  the  wreck  of  the 
'  Lady  Emma '  as  hopelessly  complete  as  any 
in  the  maritime  records.     He  said  that  the 
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mere  circumstance  of  the  '  Planter  '  cruising 
and  finding  nothing  was  of  itself  a  death-blow 
to  hope. 

'  And  what  is  there  to  hope  for  ? '  he 
exclaimed,  rising  and  moving  about  the  room 
with  something  of  feebleness.  '  We  are  to 
wait  ;  but  for  what  ?  This  sort  of  waiting 
in  grief  breaks  down  the  intellect — the 
mourner  goes  mad.  In  my  youth  I  knew  a 
woman  whose  only  son  had  been  drowned  in 
a  shipwreck.  She  would  not  believe  it ;  she 
hoped  on  ;  and  ten  years  after  his  death  saw 
her  on  the  beach  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  sea,  gazing,  with  a  joyous  welcoming  face, 
at  the  apparition  of  her  child  whom,  in  her 
craziness,  she  beheld  approaching  her  in  a 
boat.  Oh  no !  '  he  cried  with  a  sudden, 
most  moving,  passionate  wringing  of  his 
hands,  '  Marie  has  perished  ;  she  is  lost  to  us  ! 
Why  did  not  the  good  God  hinder  me  from 
sending  her  away?  They  told  me  that 
nothing  could  save  her  life  but  a  voyage,  and 
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I,  who  would  have  given  my  life  for  her, 
despatched  her  to  her  death ! ' 

I  could  not  bear  this,  for  I,  too,  was  heart- 
broken. I  grasped  him  by  the  hands,  and 
then  he  became  silent,  after  looking  in  my 
face. 

But  still,  as  I  have  said,  his  behaviour 
throughout  this  meeting  with  me,  even  when 
the  first  horror  and  shock  of  the  news  was 
renewed  to  us  both  by  this  our  first  meeting, 
was  calmer  than  I  had  expected.  He  stayed 
in  London  that  night,  and  next  day  accom- 
panied me  to  the  City,  where  he  had  an  inter- 
view with  Mr.  Butcher.  We  then  drove  to  a 
street  out  of  the  West  India  Dock  Eoad, 
where  Wall  lodged. 

The  substance  of  Mr.  Butcher's  talk  was 
that  ships  homeward  bound  from  the  Australias 
frequently  touched  the  latitude  the  hull  had 
been  left  in ;  there  was,  therefore,  reason  to 
hope  that  Captain  Burke  and  the  ladies  had 
been   rescued   by  one  of  the    many   vessels 
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which  every  year  were  navigating  those  seas. 
He  said  he  had  spoken  to  several  captains  of 
experience  on  the  subject,  also  two  or  three 
underwriters  of  long  standing,  and  on  the 
whole  their  opinion  was,  Burke  and  his  com- 
panions would  be  preserved. 

Wall  had  nothing  to  add — no  further 
conjectures  to  ofler.  He  went  very  fully  into 
the  story  of  the  dismasting  of  the  vessel  and 
her  abandonment,  and  answered  with  in- 
telligence the  questions  Sir  Mortimer  put  to 
him  about  Marie,  how  she  looked,  if  she  had 
picked  up,  if  lie  (Wall)  considered  she  was 
strong  enough  to  outlive  the  horrors  and 
sufferings  of  her  situation,  supposing  the  hull 
to  be  encountered  within  a  reasonable  time — 
say  a  week — from  the  date  of  the  men's  quitting 
her. 

Sir  Mortimer  went  to  his  home  by  the  sea- 
side next  day.  I  promised  to  visit  him  on  the 
following  Saturday,  but  fretting  had  done  its 
work — I  was  too  ill  to  travel.     I  was  cease- 
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lessly  haunted  by  the  vision  of  the  hull,  white 
with  snow,  briUiant  with  ice,  clouded  with 
the  foam  of  beating  seas,  wearily  rolling  with 
my  dear  one,  with  my  Marie,  alone  in  her. 
Somehow  I  could  not  think  of  her  as  associ- 
ated with  the  Burkes.  She  was  the  one,  the 
solitary,  figure  in  the  gloomy  interior  of  that 
tempest-tossed  fabric,  as  I  witnessed  the 
vision  awake  and  in  my  dreams.  I  was 
aware  that  Mrs.  Burke  had  been  a  most 
devoted  servant,  a  faithful  and  honest  nurse 
and  friend  to  Marie,  but  I  had  got  it  into  my 
head  that  her  husband  had  lost  his  reason, 
which  would  drain  his  wife's  sympathies  from 
my  sweetheart ;  and  then,  again,  realising  the 
misery  of  a  time  spent  in  such  a  hulk,  under 
such  circumstances,  I  could  not  suppose  that 
poor  Mrs.  Burke  would  in  her  distraction 
take  heed  of  more  outside  her  husband  than 
the  doom  that  every  hour  brought  closer. 

So  the  vision  of  that  wreck  was  always 
present  to  the  eye  of  imagination,  waking  or 
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sleeping,  with  one  figure  only  in  tlie  maimed 
and  beaten  fabric. 

On  the  morning  of  October  20,  I  went  to 
the  bank,  having  resumed  work  there  two 
days  before.  My  father  had  not  arrived.  I 
went  into  my  private  room  and  sat  down  with 
a  heart  of  loathing  at  sight  of  a  pile  of  letters 
which  it  would  be  my  business  to  read  and 
deal  with. 

I  had  hardly  broken  the  first  envelope 
when  a  clerk  entered  and  said  that  a  Mr. 
Norman,  an  old  customer  of  the  bank,  ^vished 
to  see  me.  I  supposed  he  had  called  on 
business,  and  after  reading  the  letter  I  held,  I 
opened  the  glass  door  and  bade  I^Ir.  Norman 
step  in. 

He  was  a  merchant  doing  business  with 
Natal  and  Cape  Colony.  He  at  once  said, 
without  ofiering  to  sit ; 

'  I  have  not  called  on  business,  Mr.  Moore. 
I  heard  of  your  trouble,  and  grieve  to  find  it 
but  too  visible  in  your  face.     This  morning  I 
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received  a  batch  of  South  African  newspapers, 
and  met  with  an  account,  which — I  don't 
know,  I'm  sure — it  may  be  ill-advised  on  my 

part '     He  broke  off,  and  his  hand  went 

nervously  to  his  side  pocket. 

I  looked  at  him  inquiringly,  wondering 
what  his  Colonial  newspaper  account  was 
about. 

'  I  think,'  said  he,  his  hand  still  nervously 
twitching  at  his  breast-pocket,  '  that  where 
sorrow  is  speculative  the  sooner  expectation 
is  ended,  one  way  or  the  other,  the  better. 
This  may  signify  nothing ' — and  now  he 
produced  a  newspaper — '  and  yet  it  may  tell 
everything.' 

He  was  proceeding ;  I  extended  my  arm 
abruptly,  feeling  a  sickness  at  heart,  for  now 
imagination  leaped  to  the  very  height  of  fear 
— I  believed  I  was  to  read  something  which 
would  prove  that  Marie  and  her  companions 
had  perished. 

But   Mr.  Norman   must   needs   open   the 
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paper  himself;  and,  in  order  to  find  the 
passage,  he  required  to  put  on  his  glasses. 
The  piece  of  intelligence  in  the  journal  ran 
thus : — 

'  Cape  Town,  August  10.  Arrival  of  the 
schooner  " Emerald''  A  strange  discovery ! 
Romantic  action  on  the  j^art  of  the  captain  I 
The  three-masted  schooner  "  Emerald  "  arrived 
yesterday  from  the  west  coast  of  South 
America.  When  in  lat.  58°  S.,  long.  48°  W., 
the  body  of  a  female  was  seen  floating  upon 
the  water.  Its  appearance  was  so  lifelike 
that,  the  weather  at  the  time  being  quiet,  the 
captain  ordered  a  boat  to  be  lowered,  and  the 
body  was  brought  on  board.  The  master 
(Goldsmith),  on  inspecting  the  corpse,  was 
convinced  by  its  appearance  that  it  was  the 
remains  of  the  wife  of  a  friend  of  his.  She 
had  been  bound  round  the  Horn  to  join  her 
husband  at  Monte  Video.  Feeling  persuaded 
of  this  he  caused  the  body  to  be  placed  in  a 
cask  of  spirits,  with  a  view  to  carrying  it  to 
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Cape  Town,  his  first  port  of  call,  that  it  might 
have  decent  Christian  interment ;  also  that 
the  husband  should,  if  his  wife  did  actually 
prove  to  be  missing,  be  able  to  procure  the 
exhumation  of  the  corpse  for  identification. 

'  The  body  is  described  as  that  of  one  who 
in  life  must  have  been  singularly  prepossessing 
and  genteel  in  appearance ;  the  hair  is  of  a 
dark  amber  or  gold,  the  eyes  of  a  light  blue 
or  grey,  height  about  5  ft.  6  in.,  of  a  figure 
that  had  apparently  been  full  of  grace  and 
beauty.  No  rings  were  on  the  hands.  Cap- 
tain Goldsmith  conjectures  that  the  rings, 
including  the  wedding  ring,  slipped  off  the 
fingers  through  shrinkage  of  the  flesh  by 
immersion.  Owing  to  the  condition  of  the 
body,  it  has  been  found  impossible  to  form  an 
opinion  as  to  the  length  of  time  it  was  in  the 
water ;  it  is  judged,  however,  from  the 
appearance  of  the  clothes,  which  were  in  a 
fair  state  of  preservation,  that  the  period 
could  not  have   exceeded   three   days.     The 


STARTLING   NEWS  i^ 

body  was  attired  in  a  thick  serge  dress,  and 
a  warm  jacket,  trimmed  with  a  rich  fur,  of 
which  but  a  little  remained.  One  garment 
only  was  marked  :  namely,  with  the  letter  0, 
which  Captain  Goldsmith  beheves  stands  for 
Oilier,  his  friend's  name.  The  remains  will 
be  buried  to-day.  A  romantic  mystery  never- 
theless survives,  and  it  remains  to  be  seen 
whether  Captain  Goldsmith  is  right  in  his 
conjectures  as  to  the  identity  of  the  poor 
nameless  remains  of  one  who  in  life  must 
have  been  "  exceeding  fair,"  found  floating 
far  south  of  the  stormiest  headland  in  the 
world.' 

I  read  this  very  slowly,  and  when  I  had 
come  to  the  last  word  I  read  it  all  over  again. 
Mr.  Norman's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  my  face. 
I  fell  into  deep  thought,  and  was  silent  for 
many  minutes,  with  my  gaze  rooted  upon  the 
paper.  I  then  pulled  out  my  pocket-book,  in 
which  I  carried  the  memoranda  I  had  collected 
from  Mr.   Butcher  and  Wall,  and  compared 
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the  date  of  the  dismasting  of  the  '  Lady  Emma ' 
with  the  date  of  the  discovery  of  the  body.  The 
*  Lady  Emma'  was  dismasted  July  2,  the  body 
was  seen  and  picked  up  on  July  10  ;  the 
situation  of  the  '  Lady  Emma '  when  the  crew 
abandoned  her,  according  to  the '  Planter's'  log- 
book, was  lat.  58°  45'  S.  and  long.  45°  10'  W.; 
the  body  was  picked  up  in  lat.  58°  S.  long. 
48°  W. ;  the  minutes  and  seconds,  if  any  there 
were,  were  probably  omitted  in  the  newspaper 
report,  or  Captain  Goldsmith  may  have  given 
the  situation  in  round  numbers. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  there  could  be  a  differ- 
ence of  but  a  very  few  miles  between  the  spot 
where  the  body  was  found,  and  the  spot  where 
the  hull  was  deserted  by  the  sailors. 

'  It  is  extraordinary  ! '  I  exclaimed,  fetch- 
ing a  deep  breath. 

'  I  hope  it  may  not  prove  conclusive  news,' 
said  Mr.  Norman.  '  But  if  the  body  brought 
to  Cape  Town  be  that  of  the  poor  young  lady, 
the  fact  ought  to  be  known  to  you  if  only  to 
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spare  you  from  the  heart-sickness  of  deferred 
hope.' 

'Dates  and  places  correspond,'  I  exclaimed. 
*  The  description  is  true.  She  had  dark  amber 
hair.  Her  height  might  be  as  it  is  here  stated.' 

'  And  then  there  is  the  letter  0,'  said 
Mr.  Norman,  observing  that  I  paused. 

'How  am  I  to  find  out  if  among  the 
clothes  she  took  were  such  a  dress  and  jacket 
as  the  body  was  found  clothed  in  ? ' 

At  this  moment  my  father  entered.  He 
immediately  observed  that  I  was  deeply 
agitated,  and  glanced  from  me  to  Mr.  Norman. 
The  latter  bowed,  then  turned  to  me  and,  beg- 
ging me  to  keep  the  newspaper,  and  to  com- 
mand his  services  in  any  direction  in  which 
I  could  render  them  profitable,  withdrew. 

I  handed  the  paper  to  my  father,  who  read 
the  account  with  a  face  of  astonishment  and 
dismay. 

'  Is  it  credible  ?  '  he  cried.  '  Is  it  a  hoax, 
d'ee  think  ?     Or  some  story  vamped  up,  for  — 
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for  — ?  But/  he  cried,  turning  his  glasses 
again  upon  the  paper,  '  they  name  the  ship 
and  her  captain,  they  give  dates,  they  say 
that  the  body  was  to  be  buried  on  that  day,' 
looking  at  the  date  of  issue.  '  Is  it  conceiva- 
ble that  a  body  would  float,  apparelled  as  this 
woman's  was  ? ' 

'  If  the  story  is  no  lie,  then  a  body  thus 
apparelled  was  found  floating,'  I  answered. 

'  You  had  better  send  the  paper  at  once  to 
Sir  Mortimer,'  said  my  father. 

'I'll  run  down  with  it,  but  first  I'll  see 
Mr.  Butcher  and  Wall.  How  am  I  to  find 
out  if  Marie  had  a  serge  dress  and  that  sort 
of  jacket  ?  '  I  reflected,  and  then  said, '  Father, 
I  must  have  the  whole  day,  I  cannot  work,  I 
wish  to  satisfy  myself  by  some  inquiries  before 
seeing  Sir  Mortimer,  and  then  I  may  resolve 
to  go  to  the  Cape.' 

He  gazed  at  me  with  mild  astonishment, 
then  put  his  hand  caressingly  on  my  shoulder, 
and  told  me  I  should  go  where  I  pleased  and 
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do  what  I  liked  ;  he  advised  me,  however, 
not  to  act  precipitately ;  the  Cape  was  a  long 
way  off!  What  good  could  I  do  there,  even 
supposing  the  body  brought  to  Cape  Town 
by  the  schooner  should  prove  to  be  Marie  ? ' 

'  Wliat  good  ?  I  must  know  ;  I  must  make 
sure  !  Supposing  it  is  Marie — but  it  might 
be  another.' 

'  The  body  is  buried.' 

'  Yes  ;  but  I  would  get  an  order  for  its 
exhumation.  It  was  buried  with  a  view  to 
disinterment  should  the  man  whose  wife  was 
to  join  him  at  Monte  Video  arrive  in  Cape 
Town.' 

I  had  heard  Mrs.  Burke  talk  of  some  of 
the  shops  Marie  had  completed  her  outfit  at. 
Her  old  nurse  had  herself  attended  her  in 
most  of  her  shopping  excursions  before  the 
sailing  of  the  ship,  and  after  exchanging  a 
few  further  sentences  with  my  father,  I  left 
the  bank,  called  a  cab,  and  was  driven  to  a 
dressmaker's  near  Cavendish  Square. 

VOL.  III.  C 
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Here,  however,  I  could  not  learn  that 
Marie  had  ordered  a  serge  dress ;  but  on 
inquiring  at  a  shop  in  Eegent  Street,  I  dis- 
covered, with  much  pains — they  were  very 
busy  and  very  slow — that  Miss  Otway  had,  on 
a  day  towards  the  close  of  March,  purchased 
a  jacket  trimmed  with  fur  ;  the  fur  was 
described  ;  and  certainly  the  '  garment,'  as 
the  shopman  called  it,  corresponded  with  the 
brief  description  of  the  jacket  that  had  been 
found  on  the  body  of  the  woman. 

I  could  recollect  no  other  shops ;  but 
hoped  that  Sir  Mortimer  might  be  able  to  tell 
me  if  a  serge  gown  had  been  included  in 
Marie's  outfit.  This  should  have  been,  and 
no  doubt  was,  known  to  Marie's  maid.  But 
the  girl,  on  the  departure  of  ]\iiss  Otway,  had 
gone,  I  had  some  recollection  of  hearing,  with 
a  family  to  Germany. 

In  this  same  day  I  drove  to  the  offices  of 
Messrs.  Butcher  and  Hobbs,  and  had  scarcely 
entered  the  place  when  Wall  came  m,  greatly 
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to  niY  satisfaction,  as  I  particularly  desired 
his  opinion.  Both  partners  were  present,  and 
on  my  showing  them  the  Cape  newspaper  they 
called  Wall  to  us  and  we  thoroughly  talked 
the  matter  over.  To  the  seaman,  who  was 
somewhat  illiterate,  I  read  and  re-read  the 
newspaper  account. 

'  It's  wonderful ! '  he  exclaimed.  •  Most 
sartinly  it  answers  to  the  young  lady.  I've 
heered  of  females  lying  afloat  like  that. 
'Taint  so  long  ago  that  a  woman  was  picked 
up  alive  arter  washing  about  for  thirty-six 
hours  on  her  back.' 

'  But  how  can  the  body  be  Miss  Otway's  ?  ' 
said  Mr.  Butcher,  '  if  the  master  of  a  schooner 
recognises  it  as  a  Mrs.  OUier's  ?  ' 

'  The  coincidence  would  be  quite  too 
extraordinary,'  said  Mr.  Hobbs.  '  Mr.  Moore,' 
he  added,  with  one  of  his  depressing  bows, 
'  it  would  give  me  far  more  pleasure  to  take  a 
cheerful  view  ;  but  consider — the  body  of  a 
lady  is  found  floating  much  about  the  place 

c  2 
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where  the  hull  was  abandoned  ;  the  descrip- 
tion, as  I  understand,  answers  to  that  of  Miss 
Otway ' — he  said  no  more,  but  buried  his 
hands  in  his  pockets  with  a  very  gloomy  shake 
of  the  head. 

Mr.  Butcher,  however,  inchned  to  the 
belief  that  the  body  was  the  person's  the 
schooner's  skipper  took  it  to  be.  He  wished 
to  believe  Miss  Otway  alive  ;  he  was  by  no 
means  for  despairing  ;  whilst  they  were  talk- 
ing of  this  body.  Miss  Otway  might  be  actually 
on  her  way  home.     What  did  Wall  think  ? 

The  honest  seaman  faltered  ;  he  saw  that 
Mr.  Butcher  wished  to  cheer  me  up,  but  there 
could  be  no  doubt  he  was  of  Mr.  Hobbs's  mind. 
They  were  all  three  agreed,  however,  that  it 
was  a  puzzling,  most  wonderful  thing. 

'  There's  nothen  for  Mr.  Moore  to  do,'  said 
Wall,  who,  having  been  admitted  into  this 
council,  considered  himself  at  liberty  to  talk 
out,  perhaps  thinking  he  was  expected  to  do 
so.     '  Let  him  give  the  lady's  portrait  to  some 
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respectable  man  who'll  go  by  steam,  afore  it's 
too  late,  and  view  the  body  and  settle  it.' 

'  To   whose    satisfaction  ?  '    inquired   Mr 
Butcher,  looking  at  me. 

'  Not  to  mine,'  I  exclaimed.  '  I  must  de- 
cide with  my  own  eyes.' 

'In  them  warmer  chmates,'  said  Wall, 
'  ye've  got  to  bear  a  hand  in  jobs  of  that  sort.' 

Mr.  Hobbs  admonished  the  man  with  a 
frown. 

'  Surely,  Mr.  Moore,'  exclaimed  Mr. 
Butcher,  '  you  would  be  able  to  identify  the 
young  lady  by  the  wearing  apparel  they 
removed,  and  are,  of  course,  preserving  at 
Cape  Town  ? ' 

I  told  him  I  had  ascertained  that  morning 
that  a  jacket  answering  to  the  one  found  on 
the  body  had  been  sold  to  Miss  Otway. 

He  looked  very  grave  at  this,  and  I  saw 
Mr.  Hobbs  exchange  a  glance  with  the  sea- 
man. Soon  after  this  I  thanked  them  for 
their   sympathy  and   patience,  and  took  my 
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leave.  I  could  think  of  nothing  but  the  story 
of  the  body  found  at  sea,  and  next  morning 
went  by  an  early  train  to  the  little  seaside 
to^Yn  Avhere  Sir  Mortimer  lived.  As  I  drove 
from  the  station  I  passed  by  the  ravine  down 
which  Marie  and  I  had  gone  for  a  stroll  upon 
the  long,  hard  platform  of  sands  one  afternoon 
in  the  keen  grey  month  that  preceded  the 
April  she  sailed  in.  It  was  October  now — six 
months  later  ;  what  had  happened  between  ? 
The  blue  sea  ran  up  to  the  sky  in  a  trembling, 
silken  slope  streaked  with  long  gleams.  I 
remembered  how  Marie  had  checked  me  in 
our  walk  to  look  at  a  passing  sail,  and  how 
together  we  had  watched  the  glimmering 
white  square  of  her  fade  like  mist  in  the 
evening  gloom.  Many  gulls  wheeled  over  the 
water.  I  saw  them  flying  past  the  edge  of  the 
cliff,  and  remembered  how  Marie  had  paused 
and  looked  up  to  admire  the  marvellous  grace 
of  the  windward  flight  of  the  birds  then  on 
the    wing — perhaps  those   I   now   caught    a 
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glimpse  of.  An  ocean  life  of  many  months 
had  stretched  before  her,  and  whilst  we  walked 
I  had  noticed  how  she  was  letting  the  spirit 
of  the  sea  sink  into  her,  finding  in  the  coil  of 
the  breaker,  in  the  flight  of  the  birds,  in  the 
shadowy  distance  of  the  horizon,  a  meaning 
she  had  never  before  heeded,  onl}^  perhaps, 
that  she  might  enter  with  a  little  spirit  into  a 
scene  of  life  from  which  I  knew  lier  very  in- 
most soul  shrank. 

Sir  Mortimer  was  at  home ;  he  was  in 
mourning.  The  sight  of  his  sombre  figure  and 
ashen  countenance,  of  resigned  but  settled 
sorrow,  startled  and  even  shocked  me.  It  was 
like  a  confirmation  of  fear,  an  assurance  that 
Marie  was  dead  and  that  hope  must  end.  My 
visit  was  unexpected,  and  whilst  he  welcomed 
me  he  held  my  hand  and  stood  looking  at  me 
in  a  posture  of  eager,  sorrowful  inquiry. 

Presently,  when  we  were  seated,  I  pulled 
out  the  paper  and  pointed  to  the  story  of  the 
discovery.     He  was  a  high-bred,  fine-looking 
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old  gentleman,  and  I  see  him  now  as  he  sat 
holding  his  glasses  to  his  eyes,  the  paper 
trembling  in  his  hand,  and  his  face  slowly- 
taking  what  the  Scotch  call  a  '  raised  '  look  as 
he  read.  He  turned,  dropping  his  glasses  and 
letting  the  paper  sink  to  his  knee,  and  said  in 
a  voice  a  little  above  a  whisper : 

'  What  is  this  ?  ' 

*  What  do  you  think  ?  ' 

'  You  don't  believe  it  was  Marie  ?  '  he  said. 

'  If  we  are  to  think  tliat^  she  is  dead  to 
us  ! '  I  exclaimed.  '  But  if  it  was  not  Marie, 
whose  was  the  body  that  was  picked  up  by 
the  schooner  close  to  the  spot  where  the  hull 
had  been  abandoned  ?  ' 

He  stared  at  me,  drew  a  deep  breath,  and 
referred  again  to  the  paper. 

'  Have  you  seen  that  seaman — the  boat- 
swain— I  forget  his  name — upon  this  ?  '  he 
asked. 

'  Yes  ;  and  the  two  owners.  But  what  can 
their  opinion  be   worth  ?     How   could  their 
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ideas  help  us,  Sir  ]\Iortimer  ?  Eead  tlie  de- 
scription of  that  body,  the  dark  amber  hair, 
the  looks  which  in  hfe  must  have  been  those 
of  a  refined — — '  I  faltered,  controlled  myself, 
and  went  on  :  '  I  have  discovered,'  and  I  named 
the  shop  where  I  had  obtained  the  information, 
'  that  ^larie's  outfit  included  such  another 
jacket  as  the  body  had  on.  Can  you  remem- 
ber if  she  took  a  serge  dress  with  her  ? ' 

'  Two  or  three,'  he  answered  quickly. 
'  They  were  of  dark  blue.  Two  she  had,  A 
third  was  added  at  ^Irs.  Burke's  suggestion. 
What  was  the  colour  of  the  dress  described 
here  .^ ' 

He  looked  ;  but  no  colour  was  named.  I 
got  up  and  paced  about  the  room. 

'I  have  made  up  my  mind,'  I  exclaimed. 
'  I  will  go  to  the  Cape.  K  it  be  Marie — but  I 
must  make  sure  at  all  costs.  The  suspense, 
the  waiting,  the  not  knowing  whether  she  lies 
dead  at  Cape  Town,  whether  she  has  gone 
down    in    the    hull,   whether    she    has   been 
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rescued,  carried  to  a  distant  port,  and  is  lying 
ill,  so  that  months  might  elapse  before  we  should 
get  news  of  her — all  this  I  could  not  bear  !  I 
am  already  half  mad  with  the  grief  of  it.  I 
will  go  to  Cape  Town,'  I  cried,  '  and  see  with 
my  own  eyes,  and  settle  expectation,  so  far  as 
that  body  is  concerned,  one  way  or  another.^ 
for  ever.' 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

MR.     MOORE     SAILS 

I  THINK,  I  will  not  be  sure,  that  the  date  on 
whicti  I  returned  to  London  from  this  visit  to 
Sir  Mortimer  was  October  26.  In  the  year 
1860  sailing  ships  bound  to  the  Australias  and 
the  East  Indies  frequently,  many  of  them 
regularly,  touched  at  the  Cape  ;  small  vessels, 
such  as  brigs  and  barques,  also  traded  to  that 
colony.  There  was  steam  communication,  how- 
ever, then.  I  believe  the  first  of  the  steamers 
of  the  Union  Steamship  Company  was  de- 
spatched three  years  earner,  namely,  in 
1857. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  since  steam  was  to  be 
got  I  was  resolved  to  have  nothing  to  do  with 
what  the  sailor  caUs  tacks  and  sheets.   A  sail- 
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ing  ship  miglit  keep  me  four  months  upon  the 
ocean  in  her  struggles  with  head  winds  and 
faihng  catspaws.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
Cape,  by  steam,  was  to  be  reached  certainly 
within  forty  days.  But  having  made  up  my 
mind,  I  found  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  that 
is,  if  I  resolved  on  steam  ;  for,  on  reaching 
London,  I  learnt  that  the  next  Union  steamer 
was  the  '  Cambrian,'  sailing  from  Southampton 
on  November  6. 

It  was  this  obligation  of  despatch,  perhaps, 
which  hardened  me  in  my  resolution.  I  meant 
to  sail  by  the  '  Cambrian  '  and  there  was  no 
leisure  for  hesitation,  no  time  for  second 
thought.  Not,  indeed,  that  I  was  not  passion- 
ately resolved  ;  I  had  been  so  from  the  hour 
of  clearly  understanding  that  I  must  proceed 
to  the  Cape  and  procure  the  exhumation  of 
the  body  if  my  mind  was  to  be  set  at  rest 
one  way  or  the  other.  I  mean,  if  I  had  been 
obliged  to  wait  a  month,  say,  for  a  sailing  ship, 
I  might  have  found  myself  troubled,  my  re- 


MR.    MOORE   SAILS  29 

solution  a  little  unsettled,  by  tlie  counsels  of 
friends. 

My  fatlier,  for  example,  fully  sanctioned 
my  going,  but  advised  me  to  consider  how 
it  would  be  with  my  memory  if,  when  the 
coffin  was  opened,  I  recognised  the  body  as 
Marie's. 

I  answered  I  had  thought  over  that,  and 
knew  it  would  prove  a  terrible  ordeal.  But  it 
must  be  worse  with  me  if  I  stayed  at  home, 
never  stirring  to  find  out  if  the  body  that  lay  in 
Cape  Town  cemetery  was  indeed  that  of  the 
girl  I  loved. 

'  Suppose  she  is  drowned,'  I  reasoned,  '  I 
should  not  beheve  it  for  months,  perhaps  years. 
No  man  could  persuade  me  she  was  dead.  Time 
alone  must  convince  me.  But  how  lon^^^  should 
I  allow  myself?  Meanwhile  I  must  hve  in 
expectation.  My  life  would  be  a  torment  of 
suspense.  But  by  going  to  the  Cape  I  shall 
satisfy  myself  at  once.' 

'  Yes,'  said  my  father,  '  but  you  will  only 
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be  able  to  satisfy  yourself  that  Marie  does  not 
lie  buried  in  Cape  Town  if,  when  the  grave  is 
opened,  the  remains  should  prove  another's.' 

'It  will  satisfy  me  to  know  that,  at  all 
events,'  I  exclaimed. 

'  Will  they  let  you  exhume  the  body  ? ' 

This  staggered  me  somewhat ;  but  I  replied 
I  would  take  my  chance  of  it.  The  corpse 
had  been  brought  to  Cape  Town,  and  there 
buried  with  a  view  to  identification.  The  case 
was  extraordinary ;  and  when  the  Colonial 
authorities  heard  my  story  they  would  not 
refuse  to  let  me  disinter  the  remains. 

Several  friends  offered  like  objections. 
One  suggested  I  should  ask  that  the  clothes 
should  be  sent  home,  and  submitted  to  the 
inspection  of  those  from  whom  Marie  bought 
her  outfit ;  the  shopmen  would  know  their 
own  wares.  If  they  asserted  the  clothes  had 
been  sold  by  them — had  at  any  time  passed 
through  their  hands — there  would  be  something 
solid  to  go  upon  ;  I  could  then  sail  for  the 
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Cape  and  confirm  by  inspection  what  to  most 
would  pass  as  a  foregone  conclusion. 

But  my  answer  was,  it  was  not  very  con- 
ceivable that  those  who  held  the  clothes  would 
part  with  them ;  it  was  no  case  of  suspected 
murder,  so  as  to  admit  of  the  introduction  of 
the  machinery  of  the  law ;  moreover,  if  I 
waited,  the  remains  would  become  unrecog- 
nisable. It  was  already  a  question  how  far 
the  climate  would  admit  of  an  identification 
of  them.  The  body,  arrived  at  the  Cape 
August  ;  10  this  was  the  close  of  October. 
December  would  have  come  before  I  landed ; 
and  December  is  the  burning  midsummer  of 
South  Africa. 

But  herein,  as  in  all  the  rest,  I  was  pre- 
pared to  take  my  chance.  I  felt  a  secret 
reluctance  in  one  direction  only.  It  shocked 
me  even  in  imagination  to  think,  if  the  re- 
mains should  prove  ^^larie's,  of  the  memory  I 
must  return  home  with  and  be  haunted  by  to 
mv  death-bed. 
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On  November  5  I  travelled  to  South- 
ampton, and  on  the  following  day  embarked 
in  the  steamship  '  Cambrian  '  for  Cape  Town. 
I  had  said  good-bye  to  my  friends  in  London 
and  went  on  board  alone.  Never  did  pas- 
senger tread  a  ship's  deck  with  heavier  heart 
than  I.  The  vessel  was  full  of  bustle  and 
confusion  ;  she  was  taking  out  a  large  number 
of  passengers  who,  with  their  friends,  filled 
her  fore  and  aft,  overflowing  the  saloon,  and 
crowding  the  raised  deck  or  poop. 

It  is  at  such  a  time  as  this,  and  amid  such 
a  crowd  as  littered  the  '  Cambrian's '  decks, 
that  you  learn  what  real  loneliness  is.  I 
looked  around  me  and  saw  not  one  face  I  had 
ever  met  before.  There  was  much  surging 
and  elbowing  of  figures  in  the  gangway,  a 
constant  dragging  here  and  there  of  baggage, 
shouts  from  the  ship  to  the  shore,  from  the 
shore  to  the  ship,  with  stewards  dodging  and 
shoving  in  and  out,  officers  of  the   steamer 
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twinkling  and  flitting  in  the  finery  of  the 
merchant  service. 

I  contrasted  all  this  noise — threaded  by 
strange  groaning  rumblings  down  in  the 
bowels  of  the  metal  keel,  as  though  the 
giant,  steam,  lying  imprisoned,  was  beginning 
to  mutter  in  his  impatience  and  shake  his 
chains — witli  the  peace  on  board  the  '  Lady 
Emma'  when  I  mounted  her  side  with  Marie 
and  her  father  and  Mrs.  Burke.  All  was 
quiet  there,  the  masts  pointed  their  crossed 
and  knitted  heights  silent  in  the  breeze  as 
a  tree  that  sleeps  in  the  dead  calm  of  a 
summer's  night ;  about  was  spread  a  shining 
scene  of  river  abounding  in  life  and  colour, 
in  gliding  and  in  stately  motion ;  but  the  ear 
was  not  vexed. 

However,  it  would  not  be  long  before  the 
'  Cambrian '  was  under  way,  and,  indeed,  whilst' 
I  was  seeing  to  my  baggage  in  my  berth,  and 
taking  a  view  of  the  bedroom  I  was  to  sleep 
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in  for  thirty-five  or  forty  days,  I  heard  noises 
and  felt  a  vibration  which  satisfied  me  we 
were  about  to  start. 

The  vessel  was  something  less  than  nine 
hundred  tons ;  she  was  fitted  with  a  saloon, 
on  either  hand  of  which  went  a  range  of 
sleeping  berths,  and  the  amidships  was  filled 
with  a  long  table.  She  was  rigged  as  a 
schooner,  with  a  couple  of  yards  on  each  mast, 
and  sat  with  a  promise  of  swiftness  in  her 
posture,  her  bow  being  yacht-like  and  sharp, 
dominant,  that  is,  with  a  good  spring,  whilst 
the  run  of  her  vanished  in  a  very  pretty 
mould  of  stern. 

She  would  be  laughed  at  now ;  side  by 
side  with  the  Cape  white  giantess  of  to-day, 
thrashing  from  the  top  of  the  North  Atlantic 
to  the  other  bottom  of  the  South  Atlantic  in 
a  trifle  more  than  a  fortnight,  how  meanly 
would  she  show  !  even  as  a  pinnace  or  steam 
launch  in  the  shadow  of  the  man-of-war  that 
owns  her.     No  splendour  of  internal  fittings  ; 
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nothing  rememberable  in  the  form  of  smoke- 
room  or  bath-room.  And  still  my  heart 
swells  with  the  memory  of  that  little  iron 
steamer,  which  long  since  ceased,  save  as  one 
of  the  countless  spectres  of  the  deep,  the 
true  and  only  phantom  ships  of  the  sea. 

It  was  a  bleak,  dark  November  day  when 
we  started ;  a  strong  wind  blew,  and  the  sky 
was  thick  and  near  with  rolling  snow-clouds. 
We  passed  along  Southampton  Water  in  a 
squall  of  sleet,  and  though  imagination  was 
never  an  inactive  quality  in  me,  yet  then, 
more  keenly  than  at  any  previous  time,  was  I 
able  to  realise  the  significance  of  Wall's  story 
of  the  dismasted  hull,  the  high  foaming  seas 
of  the  great  ocean  past  the  Horn,  the  moun- 
tains of  ice  rocking  their  lofty  summits  in  the 
smoke  of  flying  flakes . 

It  was  blowing  fresh  in  the  open,  clear  of 
the  Isle  of  Wight ;  the  little  steamer  pitched 
and  sprang  and  made  vile  weather  of  the 
spiteful  snap  of  that  November  Channel  surge. 

D  2 
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She  drove  the  most  of  us  to  our  berths,  and 
for  four  days  I  was  a  prisoner,  stupidly  sick 
and  helpless.  Then  I  stepped  forth  feeling 
well  again,  and  making  my  way  on  to  the 
poop  found  a  fine  day,  a  swelling  sea,  a 
rattling  breeze  astern,  before  which  the  vessel, 
with  bladder-like  canvas  swelling  hard  from 
her  yards  and  black  funnel  pouring  smoke 
over  the  bows  to  the  horizon  ahead,  w^as 
bowling  and  rolling,  with  an  occasional  kick 
up  astern  wliich  drove  a  shock  and  vibration 
of  exposed  screw  through  the  length  of  her. 

Abreast  on  the  right  was  a  little  ship 
under  full  sail  braced  sharp  up,  tearing 
through  the  seas ;  the  red  flag  of  England 
stood  like  a  board  at  her  mizzen  peaks.  She 
was  apparently  bound  home.  The  water 
swept  in  sheets  from  her  steering  stem,  and 
every  flash  of  the  white  brine  was  magically 
spanned  by  a  rainbow.  She  was  painted 
black,  and  to  my  land-going  eye  exactly 
resembled    the    '  Lady    Emma,'    though   the 
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practised  nautical  glance  would  doubtless  have 
witnessed  plenty  that  distinguished  her  from 
the  other.  I  watched  her  with  fascinated 
gaze,  and  in  deep  melancholy,  as  she  swept 
through  tlie  brilliant  curls  of  sea,  clouding 
her  path  as  she  dived  and  scoring  the  rolling 
blue  astern  of  her  with  an  arrow-like  line  of 
light. 

Just  such  sailing  as  that  had  Marie  de- 
scribed in  the  fragment  of  journal  we  had 
received.  She  had  named  the  sails,  flung  with 
dexterous  pen  the  very  sheen  of  the  lustrous 
rounds  of  canvas  upon  the  vision  of  the  mind, 
painted  the  picture  of  the  deck,  the  dark  wet 
length  of  plank  gleaming  along  the  sobbing 
scuppers  at  every  roll,  sailors  hanging  in  the 
rigging  with  marling-spikes  and  coils  of  small 
stuff,  or  stitching  on  spaces  of  canvas  in  the 
sun,  the  mate  walking  the  weather  side  of  the 
deck,  her  own  dear  self  seated  under  a  short 
awning  talking  with  her  old  nurse  about  the 
home  she  was  leaving,    about   the    countries 
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she  was  to  visit.  I  caught  my  breath  with  a 
spasm  and  turned  from  the  beautiful  picture. 

We  were  a  great  number  of  passengers 
for  so  small  a  vessel.  When  the  fine  weather 
came  and  the  people  got  their  stomachs,  no 
more  hospitable  scene  at  meal-time  was  ever 
afloat  than  that  saloon  of  over  thirty  years 
ago.  There  is  plenty  of  finery  at  sea  in  this 
age  ;  but  the  picturesque  is  almost  dead  ;  it 
flourished  then.  Much  of  the  old  Indiaman, 
the  old  Caper  and  South  Spanier  survived  in 
the  early  steamer.  You  found  this  in  colours 
and  fittings,  and  in  rig  ;  for,  none  of  us  yet 
makincf  cocksure  of  the  cub  of  the  enofine- 
room,  a  fabric  nigh  as  spacious  and  wide  as 
that  of  the  sailing  ship  was  reared  to  draw 
from  the  wind  the  help  the  propeller  might 
refuse. 

This  little  steamer,  too,  would  go  along  in 
an  ambling  way  when  it  was  fine,  like  any 
large  ship  with  the  wind  on  the  quarter, 
taking   the   wide   heaves   of  the    deep   in    a 
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procession  of  curtseys  whilst  she  fanned  the 
sky  with  her  squares  of  canvas.  I  see  again 
the  dinner-picture  of  a  fine  afternoon  :  a  row  of 
well-dressed  people  filling  the  long  table  ;  the 
captain  bland  and  watchful  at  one  end  ;  some- 
one trembling  in  brass  buttons  at  the  other ; 
the  claret-coloured  light  of  the  setting  sun 
ripples  in  polished  bulkhead  and  makes  rubies 
of  diamonds  on  moving  hands  ;  every  shadow 
sways  with  slow  grace,  and  the  large  round 
cabin  windows  deepen  into  dark  blue,  or 
glance  out  in  crimson  light  as  the  vessel  softly 
rolls  them  from  sea  to  sky. 

My  place  at  table  was  at  top,  on  the 
captain's  right :  a  seat  of  distinction,  but  a 
matter  of  accident  so  far  as  I  was  concerned. 
The  commander  of  this  steamer,  to  give  the 
worthy  skipper  a  sounding  name,  was  a  kindly 
hearted  seaman  named  Strutt,  who  had  used 
the  sea  for  many  years  in  sailing  ships,  and 
had  much  to  tell  about  the  ocean  life.  One 
of  the   passengers  was  a  retired    shipmaster 
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who,  I  understood,  was  making  the  voyage  to 
the  Cape  to  seek  some  waterside  berth  in 
South  Africa  ;  he  was  a  Newcastle  man  and 
had  been  bred  to  the  sea  in  the  coal  trade ; 
such  was  his  contempt  of  steam  he  could 
find  nothing  in  his  rude  and  quaint  dialect 
vigorous  enough  to  dress  it  in.  He  sat 
within  three  or  four  of  the  captain  on  the 
left  and  they  often  argued,  and  their  speech 
was  my  diversion. 

I  remember  one  day,  shortly  before  we 
made  the  island  of  Madeira,  that  these  two 
men  got  upon  the  subject  of  Polar  expeditions. 
The  captain  said  that  the  discovery  of  the 
North  Pole  would  be  as  important  to  naviga- 
tion and  science  as  the  discovery  of  America 
was  to  civilisation.  The  other  rephed  that 
the  North  Pole  was  of  no  use  to  any  mortal 
man.  What  was  it?  An  imagination.  No- 
thing you  could  see,  or  sit  upon,  or  lean 
against.  At  this  a  great  many  people 
laughed. 
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A  middle-aged  lady  sitting  at  a  little  dis- 
tance on  my  right  begged  that  the  North  Pole 
would  not  be  mentioned  ;  she  had  lost  a  pro- 
mising nephew  in  consequence  of  it.  He  had 
sailed  in  one  of  the  expeditions  and  had  fallen 
into  a  deep  hole  beside  the  ship  when  she 
lay  upon  the  ice,  and,  marvellous  to  relate, 
though  th^  body  of  the  poor  young  man  was 
not  discovered  until  six  weeks  afterwards,  it 
was  so  perfectly  fresh,  the  face  so  lifelike,  the 
colour  on  the  cheeks  so  exactly  as  in  health, 
that  all  wondered  he  did  not  speak  and 
smile. 

'  There's  no  perishing  in  ice,'  said  the 
retired  shipmaster  in  a  deep  voice,  'once  dead, 
ye  keep  arle  on.  Sir  John  Frankhn  was  to 
be  found.  Xought  was  wanting  but  the  right 
sort  of  men  to  look  for  him.  He's  somewhere 
up  there  still,  just  as  he  died,  poor  chap,  hard 
as  a  statue,  him  and  the  rest  of  them,  saving 
those  they  fed  on.' 

'  What's  the  action   of  salt   water   on   a 
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body  ? '  said  an  old  gentleman  sitting  five  or 
six  down  on  the  opposite  side. 

'  It  drowns,'  replied  the  retired  shipmaster. 

'  I  don't  mean  that,'  said  the  other,  '  does 
it  preserve  as  ice  does  ?  ' 

^  No,  sir,'  answered  the  shipmaster.  '  The 
sea  sarves  a  drowned  sailor  as  the  crimps 
sarve  the  live  ones.  It  strips  him,  and  when 
he's  naked  it  tarns  to  and  kicks  and  beats 
him  till  his  mother  wouldn't  know  whose 
child  it  was.' 

'  Not  always,'  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman 
with  emphasis. 

The  retired  shipmaster  leaned  forward  to 
see  him,  but  made  no  reply. 

Then  the  captain,  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
exclaimed :  '  I  knew  a  man  years  ago  who 
had  penetrated  far  north  in  a  whaler.  They 
were  frozen  up  for  a  spell,  hard  bound  in 
white  ice,  with  hills  to  the  horizon,  till  the 
season  came  and  they  broke  adrift,  the  piece 
they  were  on  floated  round  a  point  and  gave 
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them  the  sight  of  a  little  barque  stranded 
on  a  slope,  her  topmast  was  standing,  sails 
furled,  everything  in  its  place — she  looked  as 
if  she  had  gone  ashore  the  day  before.  They 
boarded  her  and  found  by  her  log  and  papers 
she  had  been  in  that  situation  eight  years. 
But  that  wasn't  it,'  said  he  with  a  glance 
down  the  double  line  of  listening  faces  turned 
his  way,  one  of  the  most  eagerly  attentive  of 
which  I  observed  was  the  old  gentleman's.  '  In 
the  cabin  they  found  five  frozen  men,  they 
looked  to  have  died  without  a  groan  one  after 
the  other,  every  man  in  the  act  of  doing  some- 
thing, none  guessing  that  the  forefinger  of  the 
grinning  king  was  on  his  heart.  One  sat  with 
a  pipe  in  his  hand,  another  leaned  on  the 
table  as  though  he  was  meditating,  a  third  lay 
back  in  his  chair,  his  eyes  on  the  skylight  as 
if  he  heard  a  noise  on  deck.  That's  what 
cold  will  do,'  said  he. 

Something  at  this  point  diverted  the  con- 
versation, and  the  subject  was  dropped. 
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When  I  left  the  table  I  went  on  deck  ; 
the  west  was  still  full  of  warm  splendour,  the 
sea  ran  heaving  in  deep  blue  folds  to  an  hori- 
zon crystalline  in  the  delicate  sweep  of  it 
against  the  east,  on  whose  violet  slope — that 
looked  to  thrill  with  the  depth  of  its  own  hue 
as  the  blue  of  the  calm  trembles  under  the 
eye — a  large  star  was  flashing. 

I  lighted  a  cigar,  sunk  in  thought  over 
the  talk  about  the  ice.  If  the  body  should 
not  prove  Marie's,  then,  supposing  the  hull 
had  got  locked,  how  long  would  she  be  able 
to  support  life  in  the  bleak  dark  cabin  ?  I 
had  often  asked  that  of  myself  and  of  others. 
I  asked  it  again  now,  and  whilst  my  mind  ran 
upon  the  dinner  talk  Captain  Eobson,  the  old 
retired  Newcastle  shipmaster,  stepped  up  to 
me. 

They  did  not  allow  you  to  smoke  on  the 
poop  ;  I  stood  in  what  would  be  called  the 
gangway,  and  Captain  Eobson  came  along 
with  a  great  meerschaum  pipe  in  his  hand. 
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stuffing  the  bowl  with  a  queer  kind  of  granu- 
lated tobacco  which  he  pulled  out  of  a  little 
sack. 

'  This  is  Zooloo  mundungus,'  said  he  with 
a  hoarse,  shouting  laugh  ;  '  I  am  learning  to 
like  it.  They  say  it  is  arle  a  man  can  get  on 
the  coast  yon,'  and  he  hove  up  three  stout 
chins  in  a  measured  nod  in  the  direction  of 
the  sea  over  the  bows. 

'  Are  you  going  to  take  charge  of  a  ship  ?  ' 
said  I. 

'I'm  going  to  seek  a  job,'  he  answered. 

'  Were  you  long  at  sea,  captain  ?  ' 

'  Ay,  was  I  ?  Since  I  was  twelve.  D'ee 
ken,'  said  he,  broadening  his  accent  for  my 
entertainment,  '  that  I'm  the  original  laddie  of 
this  yarn :  A  boy  was  holding  a  candle  in  the 
North  Sea  for  the  skipper  whilst  he  over- 
hauled his  chart.  "  Eh,  sir,"  says  the  boy,  "  if 
they  did  but  ken  war  we  was  at  home  !  "  "  If 
we  kenned  oursells,"  says  the  skipper,  "  I'd 
ne'er  heed  a  dam  !  "  ' 
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'  You  seem  to  know  a  good  deal  about  the 
ice,'  said  I. 

'  I  knew  too  much  about  most  things,'  he 
answered,  puffing.  '  If  you  was  to  turn  to 
and  pump  out  my  mind,  more'd  come  up 
than  what  the  poets  call  sparkling  brine.' 

He  looked  to  right  and  left  to  observe  if 
he  was  overheard,  and  I  guessed  he  was  a 
wag  who  hked  the  laughter  of  many. 

Just  then  four  Italian  emigrants  began  to 
sing  together  on  the  forecastle  ;  their  voices 
swelled  in  a  pleasing  concert;  the  rude 
harmonies  of  the  engine-room,  dim  and  deep, 
as  interpretable  as  human  voices,  so  articulate 
was  the  metallic  clangour,  mingled  with  the 
music  the  singers  made  without  vexing  the  ear. 

I  listened,  then  looked  at  Captain  Eobson, 
whose  round  face  was  staring  deafly  seawards. 

'  Captain,'  said  I,  '  figure  a  dismasted  hull 
in  sixty  degrees  of  south  latitude  and  nothing 
of  land  nearer  than  the  South  Shetlands. 
When  she  was  abandoned  there  was  plenty  of 
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tall  ice  on  the  horizon  in  points,  on  both  bows 
and  astern.    What's  to  become  of  that  wreck? ' 

'  Are  ye  speaking  of  the  "  Lady  Emma  "  ?  ' 
said  he. 

I   started    and    exclaimed,    '  Oh,    you've 
heard  of  her  loss  ?  ' 

'  I've  known  Jim  Hobbs,  one  of  her 
owners,  ever  since  he  was  a  boy,'  he  answered. 
*  A  little  while  afore  I  left  London  I  met  him 
at  a  luncheon  party  and  we  talked  that  loss 
o'er.  Loss!  Well,  ye've  not  to  call  it  that 
yet,  neither.  The  skipper  and  two  females 
remained  aboard,  Hobbs  told  me.  The  crew 
was  quick  in  desarting.  There  was  twelve 
foot  of  stump  forrard,  Hobbs  said ;  they 
should  have  given  the  capt'n  a  chance.  With 
less  than  twelve  foot  of  stump  when  I  was  a 
boy,  good  prizes  have  been  blowed  under 
jury  canvas  into  safety.  But  when  steam 
came  in,'  said  he,  turning  to  send  a  gaze  of 
contempt  at  the  funnel,  *  the  sailor  went  out. 
Let  the  master  of  the  "  Lady  Emma  "  have  had 
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a  collier  crew  of  my  time  aboard,  and  they'd 
lia'  made  no  more  of  the  loss  of  all  three 
masts — twelve  foot  of  stump  and  the  bowsprit 
remaining,  according  to  Hobbs — than  a  dog 
of  his  tail.' 

'  What  chance  do  you  give  the  hull  ? ' 
said  I. 

He  viewed  me  witli  an  arch  lift  of  his  eye- 
brows, as  though  his  smile  at  the  instant  were 
in  them.  only. 

'  I'll  answer  you  as  I  answered  Hobbs  that 
same  question.'  said  he,  after  discharging  a 
number  of  puffs ;  '  she'll  be  heard  of  again. 
I  don't  care  about  the  ice.  Dismast  jowr  ship 
and  she'll  wash  round  an  object.  I'm  not 
speaking  of  a  dead-be  shore  leagues  long. 
Plant  an  iceberg  close  aboard  a  liulk  and 
she'll  wallow  clear.  It's  the  height  of  spar, 
the  weight  of  rigging,  plenty  of  surface  of 
stowed  sail  for  the  wind  to  shoulder,  that 
keeps  a  vessel  helpless  in  her  drift  when  she's 
not  under  command.' 
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'  But  if  she  strikes  she's  gone,  masts  or  no 
masts.' 

'  She'll  swim  for  her  life.  It's  like  striking 
out  clear  of  your  clothes.' 

'  You  give  that  hull  a  chance  then,  cap- 
tain ?  ' 

'  I  give  her  this  chance :  first,  as  to  the 
ice ;  she's  a  naked  swimmer,  light  as  a  cask, 
with  the  wind  for  a  buffer  'twixt  her  and  the 
ice,  and  a  backwash  of  sea  which  she'll  make 
the  most  of.  And  then  this  :  if  a  whaler  falls 
in  with  her  and  she's  sound  they'll  tow  her 
clear.  She  was  worth  thirty-two  thousand 
pounds,  ship  and  cargo,  when  she  left  the 
Thames.  There's  sights  of  grease,  mon,  in 
that  money.' 

He  ended  this  talk  by  e^ivino-  a  loud  laun-li 
and  walking  a  little  w^ay  forward,  wdiere  he 
stood,  pipe  in  hand,  listening  to  a  German 
Jew  and  his  wife  who  were  sinc^incf  a  duet. 
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CHAPTEE  XXII 

THE    PHOTOGRAPHS 

It  was  three  or  four  days  after  this  conversa- 
tion with  Captain  Eobson,  a  soft,  bhie  glow- 
ing afternoon,  the  sparkling  heaves  of  water 
lifting  south  along  the  course  of  the  steamer, 
with  a  pearly  feathering  of  the  salt  foam  going 
straight  as  the  metals  of  a  railway  astern 
where,  in  the  distant  blue  air,  hung  the  slowly 
dissolving  shadow  of  the  island  of  Madeira 
quitted  by  us  that  morning. 

Many  had  gone  ashore  ;  we  were  now  a 
thin  company  aft,  the  poop  and  saloon  almost 
yacht-like  with  room  and  comparative 
privacy. 

The  name  of  the  master  of  the  steamer 
was  Captain    Strut t.     I  had   been  having    a 
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short  chat  with  Captain  Eobson  on  the 
quarter-deck  whilst  the  skipper  of  the  steamer 
was  on  the  bridge  talking  with  the  first  mate  ; 
I  went  slowly  aft  and  got  upon  the  poop,  and 
whilst  I  was  there,  looking  over  the  side 
into  the  exquisitely  pure  liquid  recess  of 
ocean  on  the  port-beam,  with  some  orange 
star  of  sail  glowing  in  it,  whilst  all  between 
the  burnished  swell  was  working  in  glassy 
swathes  rich  with  the  gleams  of  the  splen- 
dour in  the  south-west,  Captain  Strut t  joined 
me. 

'  Eobson,'  said  he,  with  a  face  of  amuse- 
ment, '  is  a  comical  old  gentleman.  In  my 
boyhood  they  called  that  sort  of  thing  a  sea- 
dog.  It's  a  dying  type.  The  skipper  who 
wears  the  hat  of  the  London  streets  and  comes 
on  deck  in  galoshes  when  the  men  are  washing 
down,  decays  apace.  We  should  take  a  long 
look  at  Eobson,  for  when  he  is  gone  we  shall 
not  easily  behold  his  hke  again.' 

'  His  is  a  dry  old  mind,'  said  I,  '  tough  as 
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sailor's   beef,   with   the   pickle  of  his   expe- 
riences.' 

'  He  was  telling  me  last  night,  Mr.  Moore,' 
said  the  captain,  '  that  you're  interested  in  the 
loss  of  the  "  Lady  Emma."  ' 

'  I  have  asked  him,  as  a  seaman,  questions 
on  the  subject,'  said  I. 

'  I  read  the  account  of  her  being  dismasted 
in  one  of  the  papers,'  he  exclaimed.  '  It  was 
made  a  bad  job  of,  I  thought,  by  three  people 
being  left  aboard  the  hull,  two  of  them 
women.  D'ye  ever  see  the  "Shipping 
Gazette  "  ?  ' 

'No.' 

'  In  a  number  of  it  a  week  or  two  before 
we  sailed,  there  was  a  strange  piece  quoted 
out  of  a  Cape  paper.' 

'  A  strange  piece  ?  '  I  exclaimed,  scarcely 
understanding  the  expression.  '  Had  it  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  "  Lady  Emma  "  ?  ' 

'  Why,  no,'  he  answered,  leaning  upon  the 
rail  and  looking  with  a  seaman's  level,  steady 
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gaze  at  the  orange-coloured  sail  on  the 
horizon,  talking  carelessly,  in  evident  intention 
to  amuse  me  merely,  '  a  large  three-masted 
schooner  picked  up  the  body  of  a  woman 
much  about  the  parts  where  the  hull  of  the 
"Lady  Emma"  was  washing  about.  The 
master  took  it  to  be  the  corpse  of  the  wife  of 
a  friend  of  his,  and  put  it  into  brine  or  spirit 
to  preserve  it  for  Christian  interment  ashore. 
A  queer  item  of  cargo,  httle  relished  by  the 
jacks  in  the  schooner,  I  warrant  ye  !  And 
yet  handsomely  done,  too,  on  the  part  of  the 
master,  if  you  think  of  it  ;  for  suppose  one 
dear  to  you  drowned,  what  would  you  give 
that  the  remains  should  be  buried  with  a 
memorial  atop  ?  That's  always  the  feeling 
aloncr-shore,  even  amono\st  the  humblest ; 
they'll  offer  pounds  reward  for  the  body.  It's 
sentiment — and  only  to  bury  it  in  earth  after 
all ;  as  if  this,'  said  he,  waving  his  hand, 
'  wasn't  the  freshest,  the  most  spacious,  the 
most  splendid  of  all  cemeteries,  every  white 
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curl  of  sea  a  tombstone,  and  God's  voice  in 
the  wind  to  keep  ye  sleeping  and  comforted.' 

I  listened  in  silence,  but  intently. 

'  The  schooner  carried  the  body  to  the 
Cape,'  he  went  on,  '  where  of  course  it  was 
promptly  buried  after  they  had  photographed 
the  poor  thing.' 

'  Did  they  photograph  the  body  ? '  I 
exclaimed. 

He  whipped  upon  me  quickly,  struck  by 
my  tone,  no  doubt,  and  e^^ed  me  keenly.  He 
witnessed  a  change  of  face,  and  perhaps  a 
sudden  pallor,  but  took  no  further  notice, 
lightly  saying  : 

'  Yes,  the  body  was  "photographed,  and  a 
couple  of  the  pictures  are  aboard.' 

'  In  this  steamer  ?  ' 

He  again  looked  at  me ;  then,  directing  his 
eyes  round  the  poop,  said  : 

*  Do  you  see  that  old  gentleman  sitting  in 
the  easy  chair  near  the  skyhght  ?  ' 

It  was  the  old  gentleman  who  some  days 
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previously  had  asked  Captain  Eobson  at 
the  dinner  table  what  was  the  action  of  salt 
water  on  a  body,  to  which  the  north-country 
skipper  had  drily  answered,  '  It  drowns.' 

'  Has  that  man  photographs  of  the  body  ?  ' 
I  exclaimed,  staring  at  the  old  gentleman  with 
nervous  tremors  running  through  me,  shaking 
the  very  voice  in  my  throat,  so  sudden  and 
unexpected  was  this. 

'  I  can  tell  you  his  story  ;  he  makes  no 
secret  of  it,'  said  the  captain.  '  His  name's 
Hoskins  ;  he  is  Mrs.  Ollier's  father.  He  is 
going  to  the  Cape  to  make  sure  that  the 
body's  his  child  by  opening  the  coffin,  if  the 
authorities  vnll  permit  it.  But  he's  in  no 
doubt ;  he  showed  me  the  pictures ;  the 
master  of  the  schooner,  knowing  him  very 
well,  sent  two  by  steamer.  He  says  they're 
the  portrait  of  his  girl.  She  had  been 
stopping  at  Santiago  with  her  sister,  a 
married  woman  there  ;  and  was  bound  round 
to  Monte  Video  to  join,  or  await  the  arrival  of, 
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her  liusband,  who  sailed  from  the  Thames  m 
August  m  command  of  the  ship  "York" — 
what's  there  in  this  ? — ^Mr.  Moore,  I  hope  this 
matter ' 

He  beo'an  to  stutter,  and  was  full  of  con- 
cern,  seeing  me  suddenly  lean  against  the  rail, 
breathing  hard  with  oppression  with  a  face 
whicli  I  might  guess  by  my  emotions  alarmed 
him.  But  guessing  that  my  agitation  w^ould 
speedily  take  the  eye  of  the  many  who  were 
walking  or  sitting  about  the  deck,  I  asked, 
after  pausing  a  minute  to  recover  myself,  if  I 
could  be  alone  with  him  for  a  little  wdiile,  on 
which  he  at  once  conducted  me  to  the  chart 
room  or  some  sort  of  interior  dedicated  to 
him  as  commander,  but  not  a  bedroom,  fur- 
nished with  a  horsehair  couch,  a  clock,  and 
the  several  instruments  and  conveniences  for 
navigating  a  vessel. 

He  hooked  the  door,^^leaving  it  a  little 
way  open.  Without  preface  I  told  him  that 
j\Iiss    Marie    Otway,    only    daughter   of    Sir 
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Mortimer  Otway,  was  my  sweetheart ;  she  liad 
gone  a  voyage  for  her  health  m  the  '  Lady 
Emma ' ;  soon  after  the  news  of  that  ship 
having  been  dismasted  reached  home,  there 
arrived  the  extraordinary  tale  of  the  body  of 
a  woman  having  been  picked  np  in  the  lati- 
tude and  longitude  the  hull  was  in  when 
abandoned  by  the  crew  ;  the  description  of  the 
body,  I  told  him,  was  that  of  Miss  Otway, 
and  my  only  motive  in  making  the  voyage 
to  the  Cape  was  to  examine  the  remains,  if 
the  exhumation  would  be  permitted. 

He  listened  with  deep  interest  and  a  coun- 
tenance of  cordial  sympathy. 

'  Xow,  sir,'  said  he,  '  1  can  understand  your 
motive  in  questioning  old  Captain  Eobson.' 

'  If  the  body  be  not  ]\Iiss  Otway  I  shall 
want  to  know  what  chance  she's  had  aboard 
that  hull.  Eobson's  an  old  sailor,  and  I've 
drawn  a  little  hope  out  of  his  talk,  provid- 


ing. 


'  Well,'    said  he,  gathering   my   meaning 
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even  from  my  pause,  '  I  should  say,  sir,  that 
a  man  would  know  his  own  child.  Old  Mr. 
Hoskins  assured  me,  whilst  telling  his  story, 
with  the  tears  standing  in  his  eyes,  that  the 
portrait  sent  him  was  the  likeness  of  Mrs. 
Oilier,  his  daughter.  That  being  so,  it's 
reasonable  you  should  ask  questions  about 
the  wreck.' 

'  Would  Mr.  Hoskins  show  me  those  por- 
traits, do  you  think  ?  ' 

'  Show  them  ?  Why,  yes,  sir.  When  he 
hears  the  story,  he'll  be  glad  to  be  of  use.  If 
you'll  stop  here,  I'll  go  and  manage  the 
matter  out  of  hand  for  you.' 

I  thanked  him  and  he  departed. 
I  continued  alone  for  some  time  with  my 
mind  tormented  by  anxiety  and  expectation. 
Though  old  Mr.  Hoskins  declared  the  por- 
traits to  be  his  daughter's,  yet  he  might  very 
well  be  mistaken,  too.  I  waited  in  dread. 
The  distress  of  expectation  and  suspense  was 
complicated  by  the  fear  that  the  action  of  the 
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sea,  the  convulsion  and  agony  of  drowning, 
had  so  wrought  as  to  make  a  cheat  of  the 
face  :  to  the  old  man  it  was  to  be  his  child, 
and  to  me  it  was  to  plead  dimly  as  Marie  out 
of  its  shrunk,  ghastly  looks  !  How  should 
we  decide  then?  Indeed,  none  might  ever 
get  to  certainly  know  who  it  was,  and  I 
should  go  home  fancying  I  had  viewed  the 
face  of  my  beloved  in  death,  and  fancying, 
too,  for  months  to  come,  that  she  had  been 
rescued  and,  by  the  many  strange  crosses  of 
travel  and  adventure,  detained,  but  that  she 
was  coming  and  I  should  hear. 

Thus  I  sat,  my  mind  in  anguish,  starting 
up  sometimes  to  pace  the  few  feet  of  charter- 
house deck,  then  flinging  myself  down  miser- 
able and  mad  with  thought. 

A  canary  suddenly  sang  loudly  in  a  cage 
under  the  clock  ;  in  every  plank  was  the 
pulse  of  the  engines,  like  a  tingling  of  blood 
in  veins  ;  from  over  the  side  came  a  note  of 
stealthy    hissing,  subtly  threading  the  noises 
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of  the  deck  like  someone  in  a  theatre  low 
hissing  through  the  voices  of  the  actors. 

In  about  twenty  minutes  the  captain 
arrived  with  Mr.  Hoskins.  He  brought  the 
old  gentleman  in  and  hooked  the  door  ajar. 

Mr.  Hoskins  was  a  fresh-coloured  old 
man,  white  bearded,  with  intensely  black  eye 
brows  curling  like  moustaches  over  his  glit- 
tering black  eyes  ;  he  was  dressed  in  black.  I 
had  observed  in  him  a  patient  way  of  looking, 
of  speaking ;  his  voice  was  a  little  tremulous 
with  time — he  was  probably  sixty-five  years 
of  age. 

He  held  a  large  envelope  which,  on  enter- 
ing, he  put  down  on  top  of  his  hat,  and 
making  me  a  bow  slowly,  he  exclaimed,  in 
the  broken  tones  of  his  years : 

'  It  is  truly  extraordinary,  sir,  that  you  and 
I  should  be  going  to  the  Cape  on  the  same 
errand,  in  the  same  ship.' 

'  Truly  indeed,'  I  answered.  '  The  captain 
has  told  you  my  story  ? '  and  here  I  looked  at 
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Captain  Strutt,  who  answered  '  Yes.  Those 
are  the  portraits,'  and  he  pointed  to  the 
envelope. 

I  glanced  at  the  package  as  at  a  sheet  or 
veil  which  conceals  a  face  you  love  Vvdiich 
your  heart  shrinks  from  beholding  in  death. 

'  She's  not  your  young  lady,  sir,'  said  Mr. 
Hoskins,  slowly  extending  his  arm  to  take  up 
the  envelope.  '  She  is  my  daughter.  My 
niece  instantly  recognised  the  likeness.' 

He  sighed  heavily,  seating  himself  with  a 
slow  movement,  whilst  he  put  the  envelope 
upon  his  knee  to  draw  a  spectacle  case  from 
his  pocket.     Meanwhile  he  spoke  : 

'  She  was  twenty-four  years  of  age  and 
had  been  married  three  years.  Her  husband 
took  her  to  Santiago  and  left  her  there  with 
her  sister.  She  was  to  have  joined  him  at 
Monte  Video — but  you  have  heard,  sir,  you 
have  heard  ? ' 

I  bowed,  trembling  with  impatience,  and 
still  cold  at  heart,  spite  of  his  words,  with  the 
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dread  that  had  been  mine  since  I  heard  of 
those  photographs.  He  put  on  his  spectacles, 
and,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  envelope  upon 
his  knee,  looked  at  me  with  magnified  eyes. 

'  It  is  very  wonderful,'  said  he,  '  that  your 
young  lady  should  have  been  left  in  a  wreck 
close  to  the  place  where  my  poor  child's 
body  was  met  with.' 

Captain  Strutt,  with  a  sudden  fidget  of  his 
whole  figure,  said,  'Mr.  Hoskins,  will  you  show 
Mr.  Moore  the  portraits  ?  ' 

But  the  old  gentleman  must  first  look  at 
them  himself.  He  pulled  them  out  and  sur- 
veyed them  with  a  countenance  of  mourning, 
one  in  either  hand,  his  underlip  working 
garrulously,  and  again  and  again  he  sighed, 
till,  hfting  my  eyes  from  the  portraits  to  his 
face,  I  saw  that  his  cheeks  were  wet.  Then, 
but  with  one  of  his  patient  gestures,  he  put 
the  pictures  together  and  extended  them  to 
me.' 

I  looked  first  at  one,  then  at  the  other  ;  the 
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likenesses  were  not  Marie.  I  could  allow  for 
the  changes  caused  by  drowning,  by  immer- 
sion, by  the  month-long  action  of  spirits  or 
brine  ;  and  still,  with  a  wild  throb  of  joy  that 
haK  choked  me,  I  saw  that  the  likenesses  were 
not  Marie. 

They  were  two  dreadful  portraits  of  one 
face,  dreadful  to  look  upon  ;  one  in  profile, 
the  other  full,  the  body  manifestingly  having 
been  turned  to  confront  the  camera.  The 
whiteness  of  the  face  in  the  pictures  was  as 
shocking  a  part  as  any  :  the  cheeks  were  so 
sunk  you  would  have  thought  she  had  sucked 
in  her  breath,  with  horrid  scorn,  a  living 
woman,  when  the  lens  of  the  instrument  was 
turned  upon  her.  They  had  swept  her  hair 
ofi  her  brow  for  a  clear  view  of  the  face  ;  I 
supposed  it  was  pale  hair  by  the  look  of  it, 
but  it  was  not  Marie's — it  was  not  grown  low 
on  the  forehead  as  hers  was ;  the  eyebrows 
were  not  hers — they  were  too  thick  ;  the  ears 
were  too  large  for   Marie's,  and,  which  con- 
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vinced  me  absolutely,  the  shape  of  the  nose 
was  not  my  dear  one's ;  no  wasting  by  the 
action  of  rolling  water,  no  shrinkage  by  long 
immersion,  whether  in  brine  or  spirits,  could 
work  any  structural  cliange  in  the  nose. 

I  have  those  dreadful  photographs  in  my 
mind's  eye  now,  I  cannot  express  their  ghastli- 
ness.  It  was  not  only  the  forehead  rendered 
naked  by  the  manner  in  which  the  hair  had 
been  swept  back  by  the  artist,  nor  a  more 
terrible  sort  of  blindness  in  the  droop  and 
rigidity  of  the  upper  lids  than  anything  to  be 
imagined  in  death's  cold  glazing  of  the  balls  of 
vision,  nor  the  meaninglessness  in  the  look  of 
the  mouth,  as  though  it  had  been  some  wild 
man's  carving  of  a  grin  on  an  idol,  neither 
human  nor  yet  of  the  beast  most  sickening. 
The  deep  and  subtle  horror  I  found  in  that 
face  was  there  through  fancy  of  the  terrific 
ocean  solitude  it  had  floated  in,  the  icy 
surge  that  had  tossed  it,  the  pitiless  stars 
which  had  looked  down  upon  it,  the  roaring 
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blasts  of  sleet  and  hail  wliich  had  thundered 
over  it. 

I  put  the  pictures  together  with  a  shudder 
and  a  face  contorted  by  the  pain  and  imagina- 
tions of  the  sight,  and  in  silence  handed  them 
to  Mr.  Hoskins.  Both  men  waited  for  me  to 
speak.  I  stopped  to  fetch  a  few  breaths,  then 
said : 

'  This  poor  girl  is  not  Miss  Otway.' 

'  She  is  my  daughter  ! '  exclaimed  the  old 
man,  again  holding  up  the  pictures  to  view 
them.     '  Oh,  my  poor  child  ! ' 

The  canary  began  to  sing  loudly ;  the 
silencing  of  it  enabled  Captain  Strutt  to 
turn  his  back  upon  us.  It  was  indeed 
moving  to  see  that  old  man  with  his  wet 
cheeks  and  talking  inarticulate  underhp, 
looking  at  the  two  portraits.  He  placed 
them  in  his  pocket  after  a  minute  or  two, 
then,  pulhng  off  his  glasses,  smiled  faintly  at 
me  and  said  : 

'  The  grief  is  mine,  you  see,  sir.' 

VOL.  III.  p 
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'And  still  mine,  Mr.  Hoskins,' I  replied. 
'  Since  that  is  your  child  you  certainly  know 
where  she  is,  and  therefore  what  has  become 
of  her ;  but  what  can  any  man  tell  of  Miss 
Otway  ?  She  was  dear  to  me,  aye,  even  as 
■she  was  to  you,'  said  I,  pointing  to  the  breast 
of  his  coat  where  the  pictures  lay.  '  We  were 
to  have  been  married — oh,  pray  think,  sir  ! 
the  news  they  brought  home,  the  last  news  of 
her,  told  me  of  her  as  abandoned  with  two 
companions  in  a  dismasted  hull  in  the  wildest 
ocean  in  the  world — amongst  the  ice — 
heavenly  God  I '  I  cried,  springing  to  my  feet, 
'  am  I  to  believe  her  as  that  poor  girl  is — but 
never  to  know — never  to  be  sure  that  it  was 
so — that  it  is  so  ? ' 

And  now  I  know  that  the  sight  of  those 
portraits  had  wrenched  me  to  the  very  soul, 
by  speaking  of  Marie  as  she  might  be.  This, 
with  the  reaction ;  for  it  was  not  my  sweet- 
heart who  lay  at  Cape  Town.  I  had  felt 
an  instant's  joy  on  the  discovery  ;  that  was 
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past  and  it  was  as  before — black  uncertainty 
troubled  and  thick  witli  a  hundred  shapeless 
fears  and  fancies. 

'  It's  a  great  pity,'  said  Captain  Strutt 
bluntly,  '  that  you  didn't  know  Mr.  Hoskins 
had  those  pictures.  You  could  have  gone 
ashore  at  Madeira  and  got  home  some  time 
before  we  arrive  at  the  Cape.' 

'  Pray  what  may  have  convinced  you  that 
my  poor  girl,  as  described  in  the  papers,  was 
Miss  Otway  ?  '  said  Mr.  Hoskins. 

I  gave  him  all  the  reasons  :  the  description, 
tallying  feature  by  feature,  point  by  point  in 
hair,  stature,  refinement  of  features  and  the 
like ;  the  letter  0  on  the  garment ;  the  serge 
dress  and  fur-trimmed  jacket.  The  old 
gentleman  lifted  his  hands  and  his  gaze  with 
one  of  his  patient  gestures  and  look,  now  of 
surprise. 

'  It  is  more  than  remarkable,'  he  cried ; 
*  it  exceeds  belief.' 

'  Your  daughter  was  married  and  therefore 

F  2 
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wore  a  wedding  ring,'  said  Captain  Striitt. 
'  That  ring's  commonly  a  tight  fit.' 

'  It  was  no  doubt  as  Captain  Goldsmith 
wrote,'  said  Mr.  Hoskins, '  the  water  shrivelled 
the  fingers  and  the  ring  slipped  ofi'.' 

'  Miss  Otway  wore  rings,'  said  I ;  '  the  lady 
had  none.  Therefore  its  having  no  rings 
proves  nothing.  Plunge  your  warm  living 
hand  into  ice-cold  water,  and  your  tightest 
ring  will  wonderfully  slacken.' 

'  True,'  said  Captain  Strutt.  '  And  still,  Mr. 
Moore,  if  I  was  in  your  place,  I  shouldn't  rest 
satisfied  with  the  evidence  of  those  portraits.' 

'  Oh,  but  Mr.  Hoskins  and  lare  agreed,' said 
I.  '  He  recognises  his  child  and  I  know  that 
it  is  not  j\iiss  Otway.' 

'  It's  my  intention  to  exhume  the  remains 
— a  sorrowful  task — if  they'll  grant  me  per- 
mission,' said  Mr.  Hoskins.  '  Since  you  must 
now  proceed  to  the  Cape,  then,  if  it  would 
satisfy  you  to  look  into  the  coffin  when  it  is 
opened,  you  will  be  very  welcome,  sir.' 
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I  thanked  him,  adding,  however,  that  I 
could  not  be  more  satisfied  than  I  was.  And 
so,  after  some  further  conversation,  we  quitted 
the  captain's  private  room. 

I  might  have  supposed  this  discovery  of 
the  body  not  being  Marie — and  I  was  as  con- 
vinced of  it  as  though  I  positively  knew  she 
was  ahve — would  have  comforted  me,  helped 
something  towards  the  cheering  of  my  spirits  ; 
instead,  I  seemed  in  my  heart  as  much  de- 
pressed as  if  the  portrait  of  the  dead  girl  had 
been  hers.  This  was  because,  had  I  known 
she  was  dead,  the  worst  would  have  been 
reached.  But  now  I  was  to  make  a  weary 
journey  to  the  Cape  to  no  imaginable  pur- 
pose. I  was  to  linger  there  till  a  returning 
steamer  sailed,  then  measure  all  these  leagues 
of  water  afresh,  to  arrive  home  as  ignorant 
of  her  fate  as  though  I  had  never  set  foot 
out  of  London. 

During  the  rest  of  the  passage,  which  was 
absolutely    uneventful,   I    held    much    aloof 
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from  the  people  ;  I  was  too  low-spirited  to  join 
in  tlieir  conversation  and  amusements ;  I 
begged  the  captain  and  Mr.  Hoskins  to  allow 
my  trouble  to  remain  their  secret,  and  they 
very  faithfully  obliged  me.  Captain  Strutt 
would  often  pace  the  deck  for  half  an  hour  at 
my  side,  and  in  such  quiet  walks  our  talk 
nearly  always  concerned  the  'Lady  Emma/ 
He  by  no  means  gave  me  the  encouragement 
I  had  got  from  old  Eobson ;  he  told  me 
honestly  that  it  was  as  hkely  as  not  the  three  had 
been  taken  off  the  wreck,  but  advised  me  not 
to  hope  too  much  in  that  way  after  I  returned 
to  England,  '  because,'  said  he,  '  the  news 
of  such  a  rescue  is  bound  to  come  to  hand 
soon  ;  things  are  not  as  they  were  forty  years 
ago  ;  you  have  the  telegraph  and  the 
steamer  and  the  newspaper.  They  were 
wrecked  in  July,'  said  he.  'If  it  was  my 
business,  I'd  allow  eight  months,  then,  hearing 
nothing,  I'd  give  them  up.* 

He     flatly    differed     from    old    Eobson's 
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notion  of  the  comparative  safety  of  a  dismasted 
hull  amongst  icebergs.  '  How,'  he  exclaimed, 
in  a  grave  wondering  voice,  '  could  any  sailor- 
man  talk  such  stuff?  It's  like  his  prejudice 
against  the  Xorth  Pole.  "What's  to  hinder  a 
dismasted  vessel  from  being  ilung  against  ice, 
and  hammered  to  pieces  ?  I  don't  talk  to 
dispirit  you,  sir,  but  my  reasoning  is,  if  a 
loss  must  be  a  loss,  tlien  for  God's  sake  let 
it  be  made  and  have  done.' 

The  '  Cambrian '  entered  Table  Bay, 
December  13.  It  was  early  in  the  morning, 
but  the  sun  was  already  high,  and  when  I 
went  on  deck  and  looked  around  me,  I  beheld 
as  flashing  and  noble  a  scene  of  blue  water 
and  mountain  as  this  earth  has  to  show.  The 
atmosphere  was  brimful  of  white  and  even 
splendour,  so  that  the  azure  of  the  sky  looked 
cold  in  it.  Wonderful  to  my  eyes  was  the 
sight  of  a  gale  of  wind  so  local  in  its  fury  that 
freshing  confines  of  the  torn  water,  curved 
like  a  line  of  beach,  this  side  being  smooth 
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and  glittering,  softly  fanned  with  a  little  air 
out  of  the  west,  where  the  white  light  was  so 
lustrous  that  the  leaning  sails  of  the  Malay 
boats  flickered  in  it  with  a  look  of  frosted 
silver. 

Afar,  and  marvellously  clear  cut  in  their 
hundred  miles  of  distance,  loomed  a  range  of 
lofty  mountains  ;  the  fierce  wind  was  blowing 
out  of  a  glorious  white  mist  which  veiled, 
with  falling  and  ascending  draperies  of  vapour, 
the  greater  bulk  of  the  tawny  mass  on  the 
right ;  but  so  marvellously  brilliant  was  the 
atmosphere  through  which  the  gale  was  rush- 
ing, the  sense  of  distance  vanished,  the  huge 
steep  lifting  and  disappearing  in  its  splendour 
of  mist,  drew  close,  I  saw  the  curves  of  the 
cloofs,  every  wrinkle  of  broken  rock,  and 
patches  of  the  bush,  though  it  was  all  miles  off 
and  high  in  air.  The  white  houses  spread 
like  toys  of  ivory  to  the  base  ;  and  the  wide 
waters  of  the  bay,  full  of  the  gleam  of  the 
brushing   westerly  air,  and  rushing  in  froth 
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under  the  shriek  and  lash  of  the  gale,  where 
the  breast  of  blue  rounded  to  the  town,  were 
framed  by  a  sparkling  snow-white  beach, 
past  which  the  swelling  country  showed  in 
reds  and  greens  till  the  sight  died  upon  the 
phantom  blue  of  distant  heights. 

There  were  no  docks  in  those  days,  nor 
can  I  recollect  that  they  had  begun  to  build 
the  breakwater.  We  brought  up  in  the 
splendid  weather  outside  the  thrashing  storm, 
but  it  seemed  we  were  to  be  kept  aboard  till 
the  south-easter  had  blown  itself  out.  Many 
ships,  a  few  very  large  and  fine,  lay  straining 
at  their  anchors,  some  within  and  some  with- 
out that  spray-white  sheet  of  foul  weather. 
I  stood  at  the  rail  looking  at  a  Uttle  barque 
which  lay  within  easy  hail  of  the  voice  ;  Mr. 
Baynton,  chief  officer  of  the  '  Cambrian ' 
approached  to  look  at  a  boat  that  lay  close 
under  alongside.  But  his  seaman's  eye  went 
quickly  to  the  barque,  and  turning  to  me,  he 
said  : 
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'  That's  what  they  call  a  spouter.' 

'  A  whaler  ? ' 

*  Yes.  She  looks  it,  sir.  See  the  boats  at 
her  cranes.  What  sort  of  daylight  filters 
through  those  greasy  grimy  scuttles  in  her 
side,  I  wonder?  She  is  an  American,  and 
draws  decently ;  three  years  out  by  the  looks 
of  her,  fresh  from  parts  where  its  always  too 
hot  or  always  too  cold,  and  with  how  many 
barrels  aboard,  ha !  It's  said  no  seaman 
thinks  anything  of  a  man  as  a  sailor  who's 
learnt  his  trade  in  a  greaser.  For  my  part  I 
look  upon  'em  with  respect  and  admiration. 
What  Jack  of  us  all  sees  the  like  of  their 
seafaring  ?  Let  alone  the  weather,  and  that 
touches  the  extremes.  What  magnificent 
work  in  boats !  what  nerve  and  determina- 
tion !  To  think  of  one  of  those  egg-shells,' 
said  he,  nodding  at  the  boats  at  the  whaler's 
cranes,  '  being  in  tow  of  a  rushing  mountain 
of  stinking  black  flesh,  shooting  blood  and 
brine   sky  high,   every  thrash  of  the   tail  a 
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Niagara  drench  of  rearing  white  water — 
ha!' 

He  sucked  in  his  cheeks,  blew  them  out 
again  in  a  low  whistle  of  admiration,  and 
walked  oJST.  ^ 

I  did  not  land  till  four  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon. Mr.  Hoskins,  when  we  parted,  put  his 
card  into  my  hand,  with  an  address  at  Cape 
Town  upon  it,  and  begged  me  to  let  him  know 
the  house  I  put  up  at,  that  he  might  communi- 
cate in  case  I  should  think  proper  to  confirm 
the  revelation  of  the  photographs  by  an  inspec- 
tion of  the  remains. 
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CHAPTER  XXin      « 

THE   SHIP   SEEN   ON   THE   ICE 

I  WAS  advised  against  the  two  or  three  bad 
hotels  in  Cape  Town,  and  whilst  in  the  ship  had 
obtained  the  address  of  a  boarding-house.  It 
was  a  comfortable  big  Dutch-built  house,  low, 
without  chimneys  ;  it  stood  in  a  garden  full 
of  moon-lilies,  and  many  lovely  flowers,  the 
fairest  of  them  scentless.  Here  I  found  a 
colonel  from  India  for  his  health,  a  Dutch 
couple,  and  one  or  two  others.  From  the 
stoep  of  this  house  you  saw  the  grand  mass 
of  Table  Mountain,  seemingly  close  to  ;  the 
shadow  of  its  noble  bulk  seemed  to  fill  the 
heavens  and  swell  with  sensible,  usurping 
presence  into  the  far  reaches  of  the  country. 
I    had   travelled   in    mountainous    parts    in 
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Europe,  but  never  before  witnessed  such  a 
tyrannous  domination  as  this.  The  colossal 
ramparts  caught  up  the  whole  prospect 
whilst  you  looked  in  a  swinging  sweep  of 
their  length,  till  'twas  all  mountain  with  the 
the  steam-Hke  vapour  shredding  away  from 
the  boiling  whiteness  atop,  and  the  houses 
clustering  into  the  base  hke  things  of  life 
shuddering  back  into  the  giant  refuge. 

Such  were  the  fantastic  notions  I  got  of  the 
thing  as  I  sat,  cigar  in  mouth,  on  the  stoep  of 
the  boarding-house  on  the  first  night  of  my  ar- 
rival. The  full  moon  was  shining  over  the 
bay.  I  saw  through  the  trees  a  space  of  the 
silvered  waters,  with  the  black  figures  and 
lines  of  ships  anchored  in  the  trembling  glow, 
spotting  it  with  their  riding  hghts.  The  breeze 
was  falling  in  sighs  down  the  steep  and  troubhng 
the  vegetation  into  the  shedding  of  some  per- 
fume upon  the  night  air  ;  the  tinkling  of  the 
crickets  spread  low,  like  a  noise  of  fairy  bells, 
over  the  land,  surging  up  in  the  warm,  damp 


78  HEART   OF   OAK 

breeze  and  dying.  I  heard  a  band  of  music 
in  the  distance,  but  the  mountain  shone  upon  by 
the  moon  and  now  radiant  at  the  summit  with 
snow-white  mist,  looked  the  tranquihty  of  its 
great  face  into  the  night,  and  the  peace  of  its 
subhme  silence  dwelt  like  a  spirit  everywhere, 
to  the  very  height  of  the  stars,  down  to  the 
waters  trembhng  under  the  moon. 

This  rest  was  grateful  and  exquisitely  re- 
freshing after  the  ceaseless  motions  of  the  ship 
and  the  senseless  chatter  of  the  engine-room. 
And  yet,  though  I  was  but  just  arrived,  I  now, 
after  my  first  meal  ashore  for  many  days,  sat 
alone,  considering  what  I  should  do. 

I  had  learnt  at  table  there  were  ships  in 
the  bay  homeward  bound,  also  I  was  aware 
and  had  been  long  aware  that  I  must  wait  a 
month  for  the  next  Union  steamer  to  England. 
I  could  not,  however,  bring  myself  to  endure 
the  prospect  of  sailing  home.  The  voyage  by 
steam  had  already  proved  unendurably  long  ; 
and  now  I  might  take  shipping  under  a  top- 
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sail,  make  a  passsage  of  two  months  to  the 
line,  lie  in  a  month-long  trance  upon  the 
burnished  swathes  of  the  molten  silver  swell 
of  the  Doldrums,  then  wish  myself  dead  in  six 
weeks  of  tempest  to  the  Scillies,  with  a  long 
flounder  up  Channel  to  round  off  all. 

Therefore,  on  this  the  first  night  of  my 
arrival  at  Cape  Town,  I  resolved  to  return  by 
steam,  taking  anything  in  that  way  which 
might  come  from  the  Indies,  or,  failing  that, 
then  the  monthly  Union  steamer. 

The  colonel  came  out  of  the  house  with  a 
long  cheroot  in  his  mouth,  and  sat  down  by 
my  side.  He  was  a  man  with  bland  manners, 
and  a  sarcastic  voice.  He  talked  contemptu- 
ously of  Cape  Town  and  its  people,  and  cursed 
the  indisposition  that  had  driven  him  into 
such  a  barbarous  hole,  where  you  were  dis- 
tempered by  bad  cooks,  poisoned  by  dreadful 
smells,  maddened  by  the  horns  of  the  coloured 
costermongers.  I  was  in  no  temper  to  hear  him 
and  was  glad  when  he  got  up  and  strolled  off. 
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Here  was  I,  tliousands  of  miles  from  home 
— for  what  purpose  ?  I  was  no  nearer  to  Marie  I 
Would  she  ever  be  heard  of?  Was  she  alive? 
I  looked  up  at  the  full  moon  and  asked  of 
God  if  its  splendour  rested  anywhere  upon 
her. 

But  then — but  then — and  my  heart  ached 
again  as  I  reflected  ;  it  was  in  July  that  her 
ship  was  dismasted  and  last  heard  of,  and 
this  was  December,  almost  the  middle  of  it^- 
five  whole  months  !  And  the  hard  part  was 
that  I  should  have  to  live  through  another 
interminable  period  of  expectation  before 
reaching  home,  where  alone  I  must  hope  to 
get  news.  Why,  even  whilst  I  sat  there,  with 
the  two  Atlantics  between  England  and  me, 
she  might  have  arrived,  or  they  might  have 
got  news  that  she  was  coming,  and  thus  was 
I  sure  to  go  on  thinking  and  hoping  until  I 
returned — when  they  would  tell  me  they  had 
heard  nothing ! 

My  thoughts  went  but  seldom  and  lightly 
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to  the  body  of  the  girl  who  was  restmg  in 
her  grave  somewhere  past  those  trees  yonder. 
She  was  not  Marie.  I'd  look  upon  her  if 
the  coffin  was  lifted  and  Hoskins  invited  me  ; 
but  she  was  not  Marie  !  The  wonder  and  pity 
of  her  to  my  mind  now  that  I  had  seen  the 
photographs  lay  in  the  coincidence  of  her  dis- 
covery, and  in  the  ghastly  vision  of  her  floating 
figure — so  young  and  fair  as  she  had  been — 
a  fancy  of  ocean  loneliness  I  could  somehow 
realise  better  here  than  at  sea,  maybe  because 
of  the  height^  the  lofty  shadow  of  the  moun- 
tain sent  the  stars  to,  its  blotting  presence 
widening  the  scene  of  heaven  by  exciting 
imao^ination  of  the  mao-nitude  of  the  hidden 
slope  going  over  and  past  it  to  Agulhas  and 
to  where  the  ice  was. 

After  this,  for  two  or  three  days,  I  went 
about  alone,  strugghng  with  a  mood  of 
depression  that  discoloured  everything  I  be- 
held. It  robbed  all  grace  of  freshness  from 
the  beauty  and   the  splendour  of  the  sights 
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which  lay  about  me.  My  favourite  haunt  was 
the  waterside,  where  I'd  stand  watching  the 
Atlantic  comber  form,  huge  and  polished,  out 
of  the  silken  swell,  arching  and  rushing 
onwards  in  a  sparkling  bravery  of  foam  and 
sunlight ;  but  my  thoughts  were  always  with 
Marie,  and  again  and  again  I'd  catch  myself 
sighing  as  I  brought  my  eyes  away  from  the 
remote  blue  distance  passEobben  Island. 

It  was  on  the  fourth  day  of  my  arrival,  in 
the  afternoon,  that  strolling  slowly  under  the 
shade  of  an  umbrella  from  that  part  of  the 
waterside  close  to  where  the  docks  now  are, 
I  met  the  colonel  who  lodged  with  me  in  the 
boarding-house.  He  turned  from  gazing  at 
the  bay  under  the  sharp  of  his  hand,  and 
approached  me. 

'Were  you  ever  aboard  a  -whaler?'  he 
asked. 

'  Never,'  I  answered. 

'That  ship  yonder's  a  whaler,'  said  he 
pointing. 


THE    SHIP    SEEN    ON    THE    ICE  83 

'Yes,  I  kDOw,'  I  replied.  'I  had  a  good 
look  at  her  from  the  side  of  the  steamer — we 
lay  within  a  biscuit-toss/ 

'  I  went  aboard  of  her  this  morning,'  said 
he,  causing  me  to  stop  by  halting  and  looking 
towards  the  vessel  as  though  he  would  have 
me  observe  her  whilst  he  talked.  '  She  is 
well  worth  a  visit.  Half  of  her  crew  are 
Kanakas,  and  the  remainder  Yankees,  and  a 
wild,  queer,  hairy  lot  they  are.  The  captain's 
a  Quaker,  a  strange,  tall,  formal  fellow, 
buttoned  up,  lean  and  yellow,  and  thee's  and 
thou's  you ;  most  unlike  a  seaman  of  any  I 
ever  saw.  He  was  very  civil  though,  mighty 
communicative.  I  sat  an  hour  in  his  Httle 
cabin  and  'twas  as  good  as  going  awhaling  to 
hear  him.  Such  an  array  of  harpoons  and 
lances,  decks  dark  with  the  mess  of  blubber 
boiling — '  trying  out '  the  captain  called  it . 
If  you  want  to  agreeably  pass  an  hour  and 
forget  that  you're  in  a  land  of  smells  and 
noise,  visit  her.' 

G  2 
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I  answered  it  was  probable  I  would  do 
so. 

'  Not  that  she's  a  nosegay,'  said  he,  with  a 
short,  sarcastic  laugh,  '  but  there's  nothing 
Malay  in  the  odour,  nothing  Dutch.  The 
captain  related  an  odd  incident  that  happened 
whilst  he  was  off  the  Horn,  a  bit  south  of  it  I 
think.' 

Here  he  stepped  out  and  I  strolled  by  his 
side,  pricking  my  ears,  for  there  was  a  magic 
in  the  name  of  Cape  Horn  that  never  failed  to 
arrest  my  attention. 

'  She'd  been  fishincf  in  the  South  Seas  and 
finding  no  quarry  was  coming  into  this  ocean. 
She  was  running  before  a  strong  gale  of  wind 
off — I  forget  the  name  of  the  island  ;  it  lies 
south  of  the  Horn.  The  land,  coated  with  ice, 
stretched  along  their  starboard  beam ;  the 
captain  had  no  notion  he  was  so  close  in.  He 
was  looking  at  the  land  through  his  telescope 
when,  in  a  sudden  flaw  that  thinned  the 
weather  out  into   a  momentary  brilhance,  he 
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caught  sight  of  a  large  dismasted  ship  upright 
on  her  keel  upon  a  huge  projection  of  ice  that 
fell  sheer  to  the  wash  of  the  surf.  He  reckons 
the  height  of  chff  on  which  that  hull  was 
poised  about  thirty  feet.  How  devihsh  odd  ! 
You  can  figure  ships  in  many  situations,  but 
how  in  ghosts  are  they  going  to  cradle  them- 
selves on  an  elevation  of  thirty  or  forty 
feet?' 

When  he  said  this  I  stopped  dead  ;  a  fancy 
then,  at  that  instant,  flashed  into  me  in  pang 
after  pang  as  though  every  drop  of  blood  in 
my  veins  was  Hving  fire.  It  brought  me  to  a 
stand  just  as  if  I  had  been  paralysed,  or  struck 
by  hghtning. 

Presently  looking  at  him  and  rather  gasp- 
ing than  speaking,  I  said  ; 

'  A  dismasted  ship,  was  it  ?  On  an  island 
south  of  the  Horn,  did  he  say  ?  Why,  my 
God,  I  wonder — I  wonder ' 

'  What's  the  matter  ?  What's  there  in  this 
to I  hope  I Catch  hold  of  my  arm  ! ' 
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exclaimed  the  colonel,  staring  at  me  with  aston- 
ishment. '  What's  it — sunstroke  ?  Not  under 
your  umbrella  P  ' 

And  he  directed  his  aquiline  nose  and  keen 
blue  eyes  right  up  into  the  sky ;  then  put  his 
arm  through  mine,  and  we  walked  slowly,  he 
meanwhile  surveying  me  askant  with  every 
mark  of  amazement. 

After  going  a  little  way,  during  which  I 
thought  I  should  be  unable  to  command  my 
tongue  or  collect  my  wits,  so  heart-staggering 
had  been  that  leap  of  fancy  in  me,  I  said : 

'  You  have  given  me  an  extraordinary 
piece  of  news.  I  am  deeply  interested  in  a 
ship  that  was  abandoned  in  a  dismasted  state 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Horn.' 

'  By  gad !  then,'  said  he,  halting  me  with  a 
violent,  nervous  pull  at  my  arm,  '  you  had 
better  go  aboard  and  get  a  description  at  first 
hand,  for  the  whaler's  here  to  refresh  only  ; 
she's  been  in  the  bay  a  fortnight  and  sails  to- 
morrow.' 
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Without  exchanging  a  word  I  walked, 
ahnost  ran,  to  the  waterside. 

A  number  of  boats  lay  rippling  close  in  to 
the  beach.  A  couple  of  Malay  or  Africander 
boatmen  seeing  me  coming  jumped  into  one 
of  the  little  craft,  and  in  a  few  minutes  I  was 
being  rowed  in  the  direction  of  the  whaler. 

It  was  about  half-past  four  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon  ;  the  light  of  the  high  South  African 
midsummer  sun  fell  on  the  water  in  a  blaze 
that  made  one  think  of  a  sky-wide  bolt  of 
flame  ;  the  scorching  heat  steamed  to  the  face 
off  the  surface  in  tingling  red-hot  needles  ; 
there  was  not  a  breath  of  air ;  along  the 
polished  surface,  breathing  with  the  swell  of 
the  sea,  shpped  the  small  thunder  of  the  distant 
surf.  We  drew  close  to  the  whaler  and  I  read 
her  name  upon  her  counter  '  Sea  Queen,  Nan- 
tucket.' Her  sides  were  blistered  and  honey- 
combed with  heat  and  conflict  ;  her  cabin 
scuttles  or  windows,  in  a  row  of  three  above 
her   green   sheathing,    stared    in    their    dirt 
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blearedly  across  the  water,  like  the  eyes  of  a 
blind  man  ;  a  number  of  seamen  of  several 
dyes  of  complexion  and  queerly  attired  over- 
hung the  bulwark  rails. 

She  was  a  httle  ship  of  about  four  hundred 
tons  and  looked  to  be  dropping  to  pieces  with 
use,  so  deeply  was  she  seamed,  so  ill  were  her 
masts  stayed,  so  rusty  and  pale  was  her  rig- 
ging, so  worn  and  ragged  the  complexion  and 
suggestion  of  the  canvas  heaped  clumsily  and 
neghgently  bound.  When  the  boat  was  along- 
side I  looked  up  at  a  copper-coloured  face 
covered  with  black  prickles  of  hair,  and  asked 
if  the  captain  was  aboard. 

'  Ay,'  was  the  answer. 

'I  wish  to  see  him  on  very  particular 
business,'  said  I. 

The  man  stared  stupidly  and  lounged  off. 

'  You  gittee  on  board,  boss,'  said  one  of 
the  boatmen.  '  You  hab  welcome  allee  same 
as  other  gents.' 

I  took  the  man's  advice,  and  putting  my 
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foot  on  to  the  slielf  or  projection  of  main 
channels,  sprang  and  gained  the  deck  in  a 
jump  from  the  bulwark  rail. 

There  were  probably  twenty  men  lounging 
forward  in  every  imaginable  posture,  smoking 
and  talking  ;  they  were  black  and  yellow  and 
some  were  of  the  white  man's  bronze,  long- 
haired, beards  goat-shaped,  the  figure  of 
them  striking,  with  grass  hats,  dungaree 
trousers,  brown  shanks,  and  shirts  of  several 
dyes  exposing  their  furry  breasts.  They  took 
no  notice  of  me  whatever.  The  decks  were 
dark  with  dirt :  insufferably  heaped  up  with 
caboose,  boats,  casks,  pumps,  and  some  mid- 
ship arrangement  for  boiling  blubber.  A 
smell  of  greese  hung  cold  and  nasty  in  the 
atmosphere. 

I  faced  aft,  and  was  moving  that  way 
when  a  tall  figure  rose  through  the  deck  from 
under  a  sort  of  wooden  hood  which  yawned 
at  the  wheel.  I  instantly  guessed  him  the 
captain  by  the  colonel's  description ;  he  was 
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lean  and  hollow,  with  high  cheek  bones  and  a 
clean  shaven  face,  yellow  as  any  of  his  men 
forward,  buttoned  up  in  an  old  frock  coat, 
and  he  wore  a  grey  wideawake,  the  brim 
turned  down.  His  eye  came  to  me  without 
any  expression  of  interest ;  I  judged  by  his 
manner  his  ship  had  been  much  visited. 

I  went  straight  up  to  him,  and  lifting  my 
cap  asked  him  if  he  was  the  master  of  this 
barque. 

'  I  am,'  he  replied,  with  the  usual  American 
drawl. 

'  I  have  come  off,'  said  I,  '  to  speak  with 
you  on  a  matter  of  the  deepest  interest  to 
myself  I  just  now  met  a  gentleman  who 
told  me  that  south  of  the  Horn  you  sighted 
a  large  hull,  high  and  dry  upon  the  ice. 
Last  July  a  ship  named  the  "  Lady  Emma  "  was 
dismasted  and  abandoned  by  her  crew  who 
left  three  people  aboard  :  the  men  quitted  her 
much  about  the  spot  where  you  sighted  the 
wreck.     One  of  the  people  remaining  in  her 
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was  Captain  Burke,  her  commander ;  the 
others  were  his  wife  and  a  young  lady  named 
Miss  Otway.  I  was  engaged  to  be  married 
to  that  young  lady,  sir,  and  came  here, 
having  arrived  from  England  on  the  thirteenth, 
beheving  that  a  body  which  had  been  found 
at  sea  and  brought  to  Cape  Town  was  Miss 
Otway's.  It  is  not  so.  The  remains  are  not 
hers.  God  knows  but  that,  if  the  hull  you 
sighted  be  the  "  Lady  Emma,"  the  three  may 
be  living — aboard — in  a  hopeless  state  !  Will 
you  tell  me  all  you  can  recollect  of  her  ap- 
pearance and  situation  ? ' 

In  speaking  I  had  insensibly  worked 
myself  up,  and  ended  with  my  voice  broken 
by  agitation.  He  looked  me  steadily  in  the 
face,  and  when  I  had  ended,  after  a  minute's 
silence,  said : 

'  Friend,  follow  me  into  the  cabin,  and  I'll 
tell  thee  all  I  know.' 

He  led  me  down  a  narrow  staircase  with 
a  little  brown,  gloomy  interior,  whose  equip- 
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ment,  glorious  as  was  the  day  outside,  was 
barely  revealed  by  the  light  that  struggled 
through  the  frame  of  dirty  glass  overhead. 
The  shaft  of  mizzenmast  pierced  the  deck  and 
was  ringed  by  a  number  of  polished  harpoons 
which  glanced  in  the  gloom  with  the  blue 
gleam  of  the  razor.  A  squab  square  table 
was  set  in  the  midst  of  this  cabin,  and  on 
either  hand  it  was  a  locker,  rugged  and  jagged, 
as  though  generations  of  whalemen  had  cut 
up  plug  tobacco  upon  the  lid. 

The  captain  told  me  to  sit  down,  and  with 
a  stride  or  two  of  his  long  legs  vanished 
inside  a  small  berth  abaft  the  mizzenmast. 
He  reappeared,  holding  a  volume  which 
proved  to  be  his  log-book :  this  he  placed 
upon  the  table  and  sat  down  in  front  of  it. 

'  What  might  thy  name  be  ?  '  he  asked 
whilst  he  turned  the  leaves  of  the  book. 

'  Mr.  Moore,'  I  answered. 

He  fastened  his  eyes  on  the  page,  and 
after  reading  awhile,  said  : 
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*  We  sighted  tlie  ship  on  the  ice  on  the 
morning  of  October  13.  It  had  been  blowing 
a  hard  gale  all  through  the  night,  but  it 
slackened  down  airly  in  the  morning  and  we 
put  her  before  it ;  but  so  high  a  sea  was 
running  that  had  I  seen  that  thar  hull  full  of 
men  I  could  have  done  nothing  for  them.' 
He  ran  his  finger  along  the  page  and  con- 
tinued :  '  The  latitude  in  which  that  wreck 
lies  is  60°  and  the  longitude — I'm  giving  it  thee 
by  thy  Greenwich  time — will  be  45°  28'  W.' 

I  pulled  out  my  note  book  and  entered 
these  figures. 

'  Though,'  he  went  on,  '  she  looks  to  be 
lying  on  ice,  it's  land  that  cradles  her.  It's 
what's  marked  down  as  Coronation  Island, 
and's  the  westermost  of  the  South  Orkneys. 
She  lies  plain  in  sight  of  the  sea,  onless  the 
ice  since  then  has  come  together  and  blocked 
her  out.' 

'  Did  you  get  a  good  view  of  her  ? ' 

*  Ho,  yes  ;  I  had  her  clear  for  ten  minutes, 
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watcliing  for  smoke  for  a  signal ;  and  I  then 
gave  the  glass  to  the  mate,  who  hkewise 
looked  till  the  run  of  the  land  hid  her.' 

'  Will  you  describe  her  as  you  remember 
her?' 

'  Ho,  yes.  She  was  black,  a  lump  of  a 
ship  she  looked ;  wal,  I  daresay  all  seven 
hundred  tons.  What  was  the  burthen  of  thy 
vessel,  Mr.  Moore  ? ' 

'  Six  hundred,'  I  answered. 

'  Ho,  wal,  we  was  a  good  ways  oJ9',  and 
that  thar  hull  might  as  wal  be  six  as  seven 
hundred  tons.' 

'  Was  she  clean  dismasted  ?  ' 

'  Clean  ? — wal,  my  mate  arterwards  said 
there  was  a  stump  of  foremast  standing.  I 
didn't  observe  it.' 

'  But  it  must  be  the  ship — the  "  Lady 
Emma"  herself!'  I  cried,  almost  shouting  in 
my  excitement.  '  When  her  masts  went  over 
the  side,  twelve  feet  of  the  foremast  re- 
mained.' 
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He  nodded  gravely  ;  but  his  long,  hollow, 
yellow  face  reflected  nothing  of  my  emotion, 
no  more  than  had  he  been  a  sheep. 

'  Did  you  see  nothing  whatever  to  hint 
at  there  being  life  on  board  ? '  I  exclaimed. 

'  No  thin','  he  answered ;  'she  hung  betwixt 
thirty  and  forty  foot  high  above  the  wash  of 
the  sea,  on  a  big  ledge  of  ice,  with  the  white 
cliffs  going  up  behind  her.  Haow  she  so 
perched  herself  beats  all  my  going  a-fishing ; 
onless  the  ice  jerked  her  up  into  it,  for  when 
them  bergs  are  took  with  convulsions  their 
tricks  are  queerer  than  their  shapes  by  su'thin', 
and  that's  a  fact.' 

'  You  saw  nothing  to  hint  at  life  on 
board  ?  '  I  repeated. 

'  He  shook  his  head  with  solemn  em- 
phasis. 

'  Your  mate  saw  nothincr  ?  ' 

Again  he  wagged  his  head. 

'  Captain,  tell  me — you  are  an  old  hand 
— could  people  support  life  in  that  craft  as 
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she  lies  there,  supposing  her  to  have  been 
stranded  since  July  last  ?  ' 

'  No,  I  reckon.' 

'  But  would  not  the  people  on  seeing  your 
ship  pass  have  made  a  smoke,  have  shown 
some  signal,  that  you  could  report  life  as 
helpless  there  since  you  could  not  rescue 
it?' 

'  Wal,'  he  answered,  '  supposing  folks 
aboard,  thee's  not  to  reckon  they'd  be  always 
keeping  a  look-out.  It's  mighty  cold  down 
thar,  an'  they'll  be  mostly  sitting  under 
hatches,  an'  if  they've  been  thar  since  July,  as 
thee  says,  they'll  have  growed  a  Uttle  tired,  I 
guess,  by  this  here  time  of  watching  for  su'thin' 
to  happen.' 

'  Is  she  accessible  ?  ' 

'Haow?' 

'  Is  she  to  be  got  at  by  the  people  of  a  ship 
sighting  her,  or  sent  to  her  ?  ' 

'  There  was  a  mighty  bihng  of  water  all 
alonij  under  where  she    was,'   he   answered . 
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'  Thee'd  need  a  quiet  day ;  but  quiet  days  are 
to  be  liad,  bar  the  swell.  Folks  have  landed 
afore  and  they'll  land  again.  Ho,  yes  I  If  thy 
friends  are  locked  up  in  that  thar  hull,  they're 
to  be  got  out  of  her.' 

'  Suppose  her  there  since  July  ;  will  you 
believe  she  has  been  boarded  and  the  people 
released  ?  ' 

'  Why,'  he  answered,  '  if  she's  been  lying 
fair  and  square,  clear  in  sight  as  she  now  is, 
since  that  month  thee  names,  it's  more'n 
likely  the  folks  are  out  of  her.  But  no  vessel 
was  ever  put  by  herself  in  the  situation  of  that 
craft.  I  reckon  she's  been  worked  up  into  it 
arter  having  lain  ice-locked,  which  may  sinnify 
that  for  months  she's  been  hid,  so  that  for  all 
we're  to  know  that  thar  hull  may  have  been 
the  first  that  passed  close  in  with  the  island 
since  the  ice  broke  away  and  exposed  her.' 

I  listened  with  a  feverish  passion  of  atten- 
tion, devouring  every  syllable  his  drawling 
tongue  dropped. 

VOL.  III.  H 
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'  Have   you   a   chart   of  that   island  ? '  I 
asked. 

He  nodded  gravely  and  stood  up. 

'  I'm  temperance  aft,  here,'  said  he.  '  I 
can  offer  thee  nothing  stronger  than  lemonade.' 

I  was  too  violently  agitated  to  thank  him 
decently,  and  stuttering  out  an  awkward 
acknowledgment,  begged  him  again  to  let 
me  see  the  chart  of  the  island.  He  took  the 
log-book  with  him  to  his  berth,  and  returning, 
spread  before  me  a  chart  representing  a  con- 
siderable expanse  of  the  seas  off  the  Horn. 
My  sight  was  now  used  to  the  gloom  ;  when 
he  put  his  finger  upon  the  place  where  he  had 
seen  the  wreck  I  bent  close,  and  observed  that 
he  indicated  an  indent  in  the  tracing  marked 
Palmer's  Bay. 

I  entered  this  in  my  note-book  and  asked 
if  he  would  sell  the  chart.  He  couldn't  spare 
it,  he  said,  but  added  I  might  easily  furnish 
myself  with  what  I  wanted  in  that  way  at 
Cape  Town. 
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My  spirits  were  in  such  a  tumult,  my  heart 
beat  so  wildly,  the  pulses  of  my  head  throbbed 
so,  there  was  so  much  feverish  confusion  of 
mind  and  brain,  I  could  scarcely  rally  my 
wits  to  the  task  of  further  questioning  him  ;  I 
seemed,  indeed,  scarcely  able  to  understand 
him.  I  cannot  express  my  amazement,  the 
emotions  that  swelled  my  heart.  'Twas  as 
sure  as  that  I  lived  that  the  hull  seen  by  this 
man  was  the  '  Lady  Emma,'  and  even  whilst 
I  bent  over  the  chart,  whilst  I  lifted  up 
my  eyes  to  look  at  him,  the  thought  of  the 
measureless  distance  at  which  the  wreck  lay, 
of  Marie  perhaps  being  at  this  very  time  alive 
in  her  ;  then  the  imagination  of  her  having 
been  rescued  long  since,  then  the  fancy  of  the 
hull  as  a  huge  coffin  in  which  my  dear  one 
lay  frozen  and  dead  ;  all  this,  I  say,  worked 
in  me  like  a  madness  ;  I  was  beside  myself, 
and  I  pored  upon  the  chart  panting,  the  sweat 
streaming  from  my  brows,  my  hands  cold  as 
stone. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

THE   BEIG    '  ALBATROSS  ' 

I  REMAiXED,  nevertheless,  in  the  cabin  of  the 

whaler  until  the  captain  grew  impatient  and 

showed  signs  of  wishing  to  be  rid  of  me,  on 

which  I  thanked  him,  shook  hands,  and  was 

rowed  ashore. 

I  drove  to  the  boarding-house  and  there 

found  the  following  letter — 

'  Mowbray :   December  17, 1860. 

'  Mr.  Hoskins'  compliments  to  Mr.  Moore. 
He  has  obtained  leave  to  open  the  grave  and 
will,  with  Mr.  Moore's  permission,  call  for  him 
in  a  closed  carriage  at  five  o'clock  to-morrow 
afternoon.' 

This  gave  a  new  turn  to  my  thoughts. 
My  first' humour  was  to  decline  the  invitation. 
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It  was  not  ]\Iarie  who  lay  in  that  grave,  and  I 
did  not  like  the  thought  of  the  memory  the 
sight  would  create.  But  after  reflecting 
awhile,  I  resolved  to  attend,  a  glance  would 
give  sinews  to  the  confirmation  of  the  pictures. 
Sir  Mortimer  would  also  wish  that  I  should 
take  every  measure  to  satisfy  myself  as  to  the 
identity  of  the  remains. 

Having  written  an  answer,  I  went  down- 
stairs and  sent  it  to  the  post  by  a  servant,  by 
which  hour  dinner  was  ready  and  I  took  my 
place.  Five  of  us  were  at  table,  including  the 
lady  of  the  house,  who  carved.  The  colonel 
sitting  opposite  me  almost  immediately  asked 
what  news  I  had  got  of  the  ship  seen  on  the 
ice.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  talk,  partly 
because  it  did  me  good  to  do  so,  partly  because 
I  never  could  tell  what  hints  and  news  might 
follow  upon  free  speech. 

I  answered  that  the  dismasted  hull  the 
captain  of  the  whaler  had  seen  was  the  '  Lady 
Emma.' 
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'  Does  he  think  there  are  people  locked  up 
in  her  ?  '  cried  the  colonel  with  excitement. 

A  Dutch  gentleman  (I  will  call  him  Pollak) 
who  sat  next  him  inquired  with  civil  curiosity 
what  we  were  talking  about.  On  which  I  put 
down  my  knife  and  fork  and  plainly  related 
the  story  of  the  voyage  of  Marie  Otway  for 
her  health,  the  dismasting  of  the  ship,  her 
abandonment  by  the  sailors,  the  reason  of  my 
visiting  the  Cape,  and  I  told  him  how  I  knew 
by  the  photograplis  that  the  body  which  had 
been  brought  to  Cape  Town  was  not  Marie's  ; 
but  I  said  nothing  about  the  opening  of  her 
grave  ;  I  judged  that  Mr.  Hoskins  would  not 
be  pleased  to  find  a  gaping  crowd  in  the 
cemetery  at  such  a  time. 

They  listened  to  me  with  deep  attention. 
All  saving  the  colonel  had  heard  of  the 
arrival  of  the  schooner  with  the  body ;  indeed 
—  which  was  extraordinary  —  the  Dutch 
gentleman  was  one  of  a  few  who  had  been 
present  when  the  remains  were  taken  out  of 
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the  cask.  I  had  passed  several  hours  a  day 
since  my  arrival  in  this  man's  company,  and 
now  learnt  for  the  first  time  that  he  had  seen 
the  body. 

It  was  no  season,  however,  for  questioning 
him,  and  the  conversation  of  the  table  went 
to  the  wreck  seen  by  the  captain  of  the 
whaler. 

All  could  have  observed  in  my  manner 
that  I  was  deeply  stirred ;  I  could  scarcely 
eat ;  I  felt  thirst  only.  The  colonel  talked 
fluently,  but  not  serviceably  ;  but  I  listened 
with  kindness,  for  I  was  grateful  to  him  for 
the  accident  of  this  astonishing  discovery. 

After  dinner  I  went  on  to  the  stoep  to 
breathe  the  fresh  air  and  smoke  and  think ;  I 
hoped  that  the  others,  remarking  the  state  of 
my  mind,  would  leave  me  alone ;  they  did  so  ; 
the  colonel,  the  Dutch  gentleman,  and  two 
others,  who  arrived  after  dinner,  drinking  coffee 
at  a  table  at  the  other  end  of  the  verandah. 
Their  conversation  flowed  in  a  low  hum,  but 
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that  it  concerned  the  topic  we  talked  over  at 
dinner  I  knew  by  the  occasional  looks  one 
or  another  directed  my  way. 

At  last  the  Dutch  gentleman,  Mr.  Pollak, 
came  from  his  party  and,  pulling  a  chair  to 
my  side,  seated  himself.  He  said,  speaking 
with  an  excellent  English  accent : 

'I  have  thought  as  I  saw  the  body  you 
would  wish  me  to  describe  it.  It  was  not  to 
be  spoken  of  at  table.' 

'  The  photographs  were  ghastly  pictures,' 
said  I. 

'  Ach,  Gott ! '  he  cried,  with  such  a  roll  of 
his  eyes  under  the  lids  as  made  them  balls  of 
porcelain.  '  But  how  should  anyone — the 
handsomest — appear  who  was  five  weeks  in 
spirits  after  having  been  drowned  and  lifted 
out  of  the  sea  ?  And  still  her  hair  was  long 
and  fair,  and  fine,  and  there  was  a  shadow  of 
beauty  in  the  mask  of  her  face — all  saw  it. 
It  breathed  like  a  perfume  from  a  dead 
flower.' 
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'  She  was  not  Miss  Otway,'  said  I. 

He  described  every  feature,  and  I  con- 
tinued to  shake  my  head. 

'  No,  no,'  said  I,  '  she  is  not  Miss  Otway. 
The  girl  I  Avant  is  in  that  ship  on  the  ice  ;  yet 
— is  she  there  ? ' 

'  Well,  it  must  be  found  out,'  said  he. 

'  I  shall  go  about  it  to-morrow.' 

'  Mr.  Moore,'  said  he,  after  a  short  silence, 
'  you  are  a  stranger  in  Cape  Town.  I  have 
many  friends.  If  I  can  be  useful,  you  will,  I 
beg,  command  me.' 

I  thanked  him  and  said  I  had  brougrht  a 
few  letters  of  introduction,  but,  conceiving 
the  purpose  of  my  visit  ended  when  I  viewed 
the  photographs,  I  had  called  nowhere.  I 
slightly  referred  to  my  position  in  London — 
that  is,  as  a  partner  in  my  father's  bank — and 
added  that  the  manager  of  a  South  African 
bank,  whose  headquarters  were  in  Cape  Town, 
had  been  a  senior  clerk  in  my  father's  office, 
but  that  I  had  not  visited  him. 
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'  Would  not  the  British  admiral  who  is  at 
St.  Simon's  Town,'  said  he,  '  send  out  a  ship 
of  war  to  search  for  the  wreck  ? ' 

I  repHed  quickly,  '  No,  I  must  go  myself,' 
and  added, '  You  may  not  have  had  experience 
in  the  ways  of  British  officials.' 

He  smiled  and  answered,  '  The  admiral 
might  give  you  leave  to  go  in  the  ship  he 
sent.' 

'  I  can  tell  you  exactly  how  it  would  be,' 
said  I.  '  I  go  to  the  admiral  and  the  admiral 
demands  the  log-book  of  the  whaler.  The 
whaler  has  sailed,  the  admiral  requires  full 
particulars  of  the  wreck  before  despatching 
one  of  his  ships  to  a  perilous  part  of  the 
world  ;  full  particulars  can  be  obtained  only 
in  London.  By  the  time  the  British  admiral 
sees  his  way  the  hull,  when  sought,  has  dis- 
appeared.' 

He  smiled  again,  stroking  his  chin. 

'  When  I  left  the  whaler,'  said  I,  finding 
it  eased  my  heart  to  talk,  and  pleased  with 
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his  plain  sympathy, '  I  had  formed  a  resolution. 
It  may  be,  sir,  that  you  are  able  to  help  me 
in  it.' 

He  bowed. 

'  I  intend  at  once — that  is,  to-morrow,  if 
to-morrow  will  provide  me  with  the  oppor- 
tunity— to  hire  a  vessel  and  sail  for  Coronation 

Island  as  promptly  as  she  can  be  equipped 
and  victualled.' 

'  Ah,'  he  exclaimed,  '  that  looks  like  busi- 
ness.    It  will  be  expensive ' 

I  interrupted  him  with  an  exclamation. 

'Yes,'  he  exclaimed,  a  httle  ruefully, 
'that  should  not  be  thought  of;  it  will  be  a 
marvellous,  noble  thing  to  save  the  life  of 
your  young  lady  and  her  companions.  How 
can  I  help,  now? — let  me  see.  I  am  ac- 
quainted with  most  of  the  leading  merchants 
here  ;  I  believe  that  my  friend  Mr.  Vanderbyl 
is  expecting  a  consignment  from  our  Aus- 
tralian port.  Perhaps  the  vessel  has  arrived. 
I  will   inquire.     If  it  is  the   same  brig  that 
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was  here  last  spring  she  will  be  the  very  boat 
for  you.  Her  name  is  the  "  Albatross."  Did 
you  observe  a  brig  painted  white  amongst 
the  shipping  when  you  went  on  board  the 
whaler  ? ' 

'  I  did  not.' 

'  If  she  comes  with  the  same  captain  and 
can  be  hired,  he  will  be  your  man;  Cap- 
tain Christopher  Cliffe,  a  httle  clever,  honest, 
sober  sailor.  I  know  him  very  well.  He  was 
second  mate  of  a  ship  I  sailed  to  England  in. 
Well,  I  will  inquire  and  see  what  is  to  be 
done,  and  you  also  will  inquire.  But  the 
"  Albatross  "  is  your  ship,  sir — a  clipper.  She 
slides  like  a  knife  through  the  sea,  and  should 
put  you  abreast  of  the  hull  as  quickly  as 
steam.' 

'  But  she  is  not  yet  arrived.' 

'  She  is  due.' 

'  She   will   need    time    to    discharge    her 
cargo  ? ' 

'  If  she  is  in  the  Bay,'  said  he,  '  she  should 
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be  able  to  sail  with  you  in  a  fortnight,  and 
that  is  as  quick  as  gold  itself  shall  let  you  be 
in  this  climate.' 

I  was  excited  by  his  praise  of  the  brig, 
and,  standing  up,  I  asked  him  to  accompany 
me  to  the  waterside,  and  search  the  Bay  with 
his  sight  for  her.  But  he  had  an  engagement, 
so  I  stepped  forth  alone,  there  still  remaining 
a  long  evening  of  daylight. 

I  made  my  way  to  the  same  place  I  had 
embarked  from  that  afternoon,  and  looking  at 
the  scene  of  Bay  which  glowed  like  the  sky 
with  the  evening  splendour,  stretching  out 
from  my  feet,  and  brimming  into  gold  trem- 
bling into  purple  to  the  white  beach  abreast, 
which  ran  in  a  curve  flashing  like  light  against 
the  lip  of  the  brine,  I  counted  no  less  than 
twenty-two  ships  riding  to  their  anchors  : 
vessels  of  all  rigs  and  of  several  nationalities, 
and,  as  though  heaven  were  on  my  side  in 
this  time  of  trial  and  grief,  I  saw  what  I 
guessed  was  the  vessel  I  was  here  to  look  for. 
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She  lay,  curiously  enough,  immediately  astern 
of  the  whaler — a  milk-white  figure,  shghtly 
swaying  on  the  satin-smooth  heave,  with  wet 
green  gleams  trembling  along  her  as  she  lifted 
her  metal  sheathing. 

I  said  to  a  coloured  waterman  who  stood 
near,  pointing  to  the  brig : 

'  What  brig  is  that,  do  you  know  ?  ' 

He    answered    immediately,    '  De  "  Alba 
tross,"  boss ! ' 

'Ha!' 

'  From  Sydney,  boss.' 

'  When  did  she  arrive  ?  ' 

'  Two  yastardays,  boss.' 

But  it  was  not  wonderful  she  should  have 
escaped  my  observation  ;  in  going  and  coming 
from  the  whaler  I  had  thought  of  nothing  but 
what  I  was  to  hear  and  what  I  had  heard  ; 
and  earher  my  sight,  often  as  it  wandered  to 
the  shipping,  never  paused  to  distinguish. 

I  saw  no  more  of  my  Dutch  friend  till 
next  morning,  when,  at  eleven  o'clock,  wliilst  I 
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was  making  ready  to  drive  into  the  town  and 
inquire  about  the  brig  'Albatross,'  a  servant 
knocked  on  the  door,  and  said  Mr.  Pollak  was 
below  with  another  and  wished  to  see  me.  I 
at  once  descended. 

His  companion  was  a  little  man,  almost  a 
dwarf;  his  nose  was  as  long  as  Punch's,  his 
mouth  much  like  that  puppet's,  wide  and  thin, 
with  the  look  of  a  smirk  in  the  curl  of  the  hps 
at  either  extremity  ;  he  wore  little  shps  of 
grey  whiskers ;  his  eyes  were  deep  sunk, 
grey  and  kindly,  and  he  bhnked  them  with  a 
nervous  fury  when  he  dodged  a  sort  of  sea- 
bow  on  Mr.  Pollak  introducing  him.  He 
was  almost  bald,  and  was  perhaps  fifty-five 
years  of  age,  much  curved  in  the  back,  his 
shanks  slightly  arching  out.  Mr.  Pollak 
called  him  Captain  Christopher  CUfie,  and 
introduced  him  as  master  and  part-owner  of 
the  brig  '  Albatross.* 

'  I  know,'  said  the  worthy  Dutchman, '  that 
time  is  precious  to  you.     I  am  glad  we  have 
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found  you  in.  I  cannot  stay.  But  I  will 
leave  Captain  Cliffe  behind  me  to  talk  with 
you.' 

And  picking  up  his  hat  he  nodded  and 
went  out. 

I  asked  the  little  man  if  Mr.  Pollak  had 
told  him  my  story. 

'  Enough,'  he  answered,  '  to  make  me 
understand  there  is  reason  to  hurry.' 

'  The  whaler  "  Sea  Queen,"  '  said  I,  '  lying 
just  ahead  of  you ' 

'  She  sailed  this  morning,'  he  inter- 
rupted. 

*  She  sighted  a  hull  high  and  dry  on  -the 
ice  of  Coronation  Island,  New  Orkneys,'  said 
I,  puUing  out  my  note-book  to  give  him  the 
date.  '  That  hull,  when  she  was  made  a  raft  of 
by  the  loss  of  her  masts,  was  abandoned  by 
the  crew  in  latitude  58°  45^  south,  longitude 
45°  10'  west.  Three  people  were  left  in  her — 
one  of  them  a  young  lady,  dearer  to  me  than 
my  heart's  blood.     The  "  Lady  Emma  "  is  as 
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surely  the  hull  that  was  seen  by  the  Yankee 
as  that  you  who  hear  me  are  alive.' 

'You  think  to  find  the  people  still 
locked  up  in  her  ? '  said  he,  blinking  and 
snapping  his  lips  with  many  convulsive 
grimaces. 

'  I  mean  to  find  that  out.  Is  your  brig 
for  hire  ?  ' 

'Ay.' 

'  When  will  she  be  ready  ? ' 

'  I  hope  to  have  the  remaining  cargo  out 
of  her  by  Monday  next ;  she's  then  at  your 
service.' 

'  Have  you  a  crew  ?  ' 

'  I'll  get  a  good  'un  when  you're  ready, 
sir.' 

'  What's  the  tonnage  of  the  vessel  ? ' 

'  One  hundred  and  seventy  register.' 

'  Yvliat'U  be  the  cost  ? ' 

'  Thirty  shillings  per  ton  a  month,  we 
finding  everything,  or  fifteen  shilhngs  per  ton 
a  month  and  you  finding  everything.' 

VOL.  III.  I 
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I  put  down  the  figures,  and  said,  '  How 
long  is  it  going  to  take  the  brig  to  arrive  off 
the  island  ? ' 

He  talked  a  little  to  himself,  blinking  and 
grimacing  absurdly,  and  replied,  '  Call  it  a 
month.' 

«I  should  like  to  see  the  brig,  Captain 
CUffe.' 

'  At  once,  if  you  will,  sir.' 

I  sent  for  a  cab  and  we  drove  to  the 
waterside.  He  talked  freely  when  he  was  out 
of  the  house  and  driving.  I  found  something 
very  honest  and  diverting  in  this  Httle  man's 
looks  and  manner  of  speech.  He  had  an 
amazingly  brisk  and  nimble  mind,  I  thought ; 
I  got  at  that  in  a  very  httle  while.  He  went 
behind  my  questions,  fetched  a  number  of  new 
possibihties  for  hope  to  feed  on  out  of  the 
scheme  of  the  search,  and  heartened  me  vastly 
by  his  clear  view  and  statement  of  my  wishes 
and  plans — that  is,  he  said  that  the  hull 
sighted  by  the  whaler  was  beyond  all  question 
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the  wreck  of  the  '  Lady  Emraa ' ;  everything 
tallied — colour  of  sides,  situation,  time,  down 
to  the  very  stump  of  foremast.  Then,  since 
three  were  abandoned  in  her,  why  shouldn't 
they  still  be  aboard  ?  Of  course  it  was  my 
duty,  he  said,  to  sail  right  away.  Who 
wouldn't,  to  deliver  his  young  lady  out  of  such 
a  scene  of  horror  ?  But  humanity  was  in  it 
too.  The  hull  was  to  be  searched  for  and 
overhauled,  and  I  was  quite  right  in  reckoning 
that  if  I  left  that  job  to  the  British  Admiral 
the  hulk  would  have  disappeared,  or  the 
people  inside  have  perished  into  statues  of  ice, 
before  the  official  mind  had  settled  what  to  do. 
'  Not  unlikely,'  said  he  as  we  drove  along, 
'  the  parties  have  been  taken  out ;  sealers  and 
whalers  are  constantly  moving  about  those 
waters ;  but  we  aren't  to  think  of  that.  If 
they're  gone,  so  much  the  better,  for  then 
they're  safe  elsewhere  ;  but  it's  your  business 
to  consider  that  they're  still  there  and  to  fetch 


'em.' 


I  'J 
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Thus  we  talked,  and  as  we  rowed  to  the 
brig  we  continued  to  chat,  he  entering  very 
fully  into  the  cost  and  character  of  the 
equipment  we  should  require,  the  time  we 
should  occupy,  supposing  them  alive  in  the 
hull,  whether  we  returned  with  them  to  the 
Cape  or  headed  for  the  nearest  South 
American  port. 

My  spirits  rose  under  the  influence  of  this 
man's  conversation.  His  practical  mind  put 
everything  so  clearly  that  in  imagination,  even 
whilst  we  made  for  the  brig,  I  had  reahsed  my 
hopes — I  had  rescued  Marie  and  her  com- 
panions— we  were  proceeding  home  ! 

The  brig  did  not  show  so  milk-white  when 
close  to  as  from  the  beach  ;  rusty  blood-like 
stains  lay  dried  in  scars  under  the  bolt  heads 
and  other  metal  projections,  but  her  figure 
gained  in  beauty  when  approached.  I  am  no 
sailor,  but  when  I  ran  my  eye  over  her 
moulded  shape,  observed  her  keen  entry,  the 
swan-like  curve  of  her  run  lifting  to  an  elliptical 
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stern,  with  a  swell  of  white  side  that  made  me 
think  of  a  poHshed  heave  of  sea,  I  would  have 
wagered  there  were  few  swifter  vessels  of  her 
rig  and  tonnage  then  afloat.  A  lighter  or 
something  of  that  sort  was  alongside  receiving 
cargo  ;  a  man  in  a  cloth  cap  and  half 
Wellington  boots  was  perched  on  the  rail 
close  to  where  the  cargo  was  going  over  the 
side ;  he  made  notes  with  a  pencil  in  a  little 
book ;  three  or  four  coloured  men  were 
winding  at  a  winch.  I  had  caught,  whilst  in 
the  boat,  the  clinking  noise  of  the  pawls  slip- 
ping over  the  sheet-calm  water  in  a  sort 
of  music  that  wanted  but  the  accompani- 
ment of  a  hurricane  lung  or  two  to  furnish 
out  a  fine  ocean  concert.  The  man  on  the 
rail  touched  his  cap  when  we  gained  the 
deck. 

'  That's  my  mate,  Mr.  Bland,'  said  Captain 
Clifie.  '  He's  a  good  seaman.  I  can  recom- 
mend him.' 

I  sent  a  glance  of  curiosity  at  the  sailor, 
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guessing  if  I  hired  this  brig  he  would  go  with 
us  ;  he  had  the  face  of  a  sheep,  dark  eyes  set 
far  back  close  against  his  ears,  a  thick  black 
beard,  and  a  weather-tanned  skin,  filled  with 
the  holes  of  small-pox.  An  ugly  man  indeed  ! 
Yet  you  saw  honesty  and  intelligence  like  a 
light  of  good  humour  in  the  expression  of 
him. 

Captain  ClifTe  took  me  round  the  decks  of 
the  little  craft  first  of  all.  I  had  no  eye  for 
points  of  marine  equipment,  yet  noticed  a 
smart  little  galley  with  red  tiles  on  the  floor, 
a  seat  athwartships,  and  a  small  array  of 
saucepans,  kettles,  and  the  like,  all  very  clean. 
The  windlass  looked  small,  so  roomy  was  the 
forecastle.  The  captain  then  took  me  aft  to 
the  companion,  which  was  painted  green, 
trotting  by  my  side,  of  the  height  of  a  boy, 
from  time  to  time  looking  up  into  my  face  to 
observe  if  I  was  pleased. 

I  halted  in  the  companion  and  asked  how 
many  boats  he  carried  ;  he  answered  two,  and 
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pointed  to  a  long-boat  stowed  near  the  galley, 
this  side  of  it,  and  then  to  the  water  astern, 
where  a  small  boat  was  floating. 

'  We  ought,'  said  I,  '  to  go  well  provided 
with  boats  of  an  exact  form  and  strength  for 
passing  through  the  breach  of  the  sea.  The 
waves  break  heavily  under  the  hull,  the 
whaling  captain  said,  and  we  must  be  pre- 
pared for  a  high  surf  the  whole  length  of  the 
coast.' 

'  You're  quite  right,  sir,'  said  the  little 
man.  '  But  if  we  come  to  terms  you've  only 
got  to  commission  me,  and  whatever's  needful 
I'll  see  to.  For  instance,  there's  a  height  of 
ice  cliflf,  and  grappling  irons  '11  be  wanted. 
And  we  should  carry  a  few  lengths  of  rope 
ladder.  It  isn't  as  though  we  had  to  find 
her.  We  know  she's  high  and  dry. 
Make  the  worst  of  it  and  call  it  fifty  feet 
above  the  wash.  That's  sure  unless  the  ice 
had  shifted  her.  And  we've  got  to  be  pro- 
vided with  machinery  for  entering.' 
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Tims  speaking  he  descended  and  I  fol- 
lowed. 

The  companion  steps  were  almost  up  and 
down ;  on  the  right,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
ladder,  was  a  sleeping  berth,  a  sort  of  cupboard 
with  a  sliding  door  like  a  smacksman's  bed- 
room ;  on  the  left  was  the  main  cabin,  a  larger 
interior  than  I  expected  to  see.  It  was  well 
lighted  by  a  frame  of  windows  overhead  and 
round  scuttles  in  the  walls,  and  furnished 
with  a  table,  locker  seats,  and  a  few  camp 
stools.  Forward  was  a  brightly  polished 
brass  fireplace.  Three  small  berths  were 
bulkheaded  off  this  living  room,  one  of  which 
the  captain  told  me  was  a  sail  and  boatswain's 
locker,  and  the  other  a  bread  and  store 
locker ;  '  but  we  can  clear  'em  out,'  said  he, 
*  when  they  come  to  be  wanted.' 

I  was  satisfied,  and  then  and  there  resolved 
to  hire  this  brig  and  sail  quickly  for  that  far- 
off  ice-clad  island.  I  sat  down  on  one  of  the 
lockers  and  asked  the  captain  to  take  pen  and 
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paper,  and   wo  talked  about   what  would  be 
required,  making  notes,  and  rookonim: 
expenses  till  I  bethought   mo  ot'  my  oui^aao- 
ment  with  Mr.  Iloskins.     And  with  reluotanoo 
and  a  hoarty  handshake  took  my  loavo. 

I  was  rowod  aslioro,  and  on  the  way  to 
the  boardinor-house  called  at  tlie  bank  who<e 
manager  had  been  my  father's  clerk,  llo  was 
astonisliod  and  dolii^luod  to  see  mo  :  ho  had 
known  me,  indeed,  ever  sinoo  I  was  an  Eton 
schoolboy.  I  had  no  time  on  this  oooasion  to 
enter  fully  into  the  cause  of  my  boiug  at  tlio 
Cape  ;  my  immediate  purposo  was  sorvod 
when  ho  assurod  me  that  1  wa-<  woloomo  to 
draw  upon  the  bank  to  tho  amount  I  wantod. 

At  five  o'clook  }>\v.  lU^skins  drovo  up  to 
the  boarding-house,  and  wo  at  ot\oo  started 
for  tho  oomeiery.  lie  was  alone  in  a  olosod 
carriage,  and  wa>^  dressed  in  mourning  as  deep 
as  man's  apparel  will  express  grief  T,  too,  had 
been  careful  to  clothe  myself  in  black.  1  had 
not  seen  ]\[r.  Hoskins  since  tho  arrival  oi^  tho 
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'  Cambrian,'  and  his  voice  and  presence  carried 
me  on  board  again,  renewed  tlie  quiet 
incidents  of  the  passage,  and  returned  me  in 
imagination  to  Southampton  on  that  memo- 
rable day  of  my  departure.  He  was  pale  and 
melancholy,  and  his  spirits  seemed  depressed 
with  thought  of  the  distressing  ceremony  we 
were  bent  upon. 

'  I  am  sorry  now,'  said  he  as  he  drove 
along,  '  that  I  solicited  permission  to  inspect 
the  remains.  The  photographs  were  perfectly 
convincing,  and  still  I  felt  it — I  feel  it — my 
duty  to  make  as  sure  as  opportunity  admits. 
Captain  Oilier  will  expect  me  to  tell  him  all 
that  it  was  in  my  power  to  learn.  Nor,  per- 
haps, should  I  feel  perfectly  satisfied  to  erect 
the  monument  I  intend  for  my  poor  child 
without  looking  into  her  coffin  to  see  that  it 
is  she  herself  who  will  be  under  it.' 

I  answered  that  this  melancholy  under- 
taking was  even  less  needful  to  me  than  to 
him  ;  but  that,  Hke  himself,  I  saw  the  neces- 
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sity  of  confirming  my  o^vn  opinion  by  every 
possible  testimony,  for  the  peace  of  my  own 
heart  as  well  as  for  the  satisfaction  of  Miss 
Otway's  father. 

We  then  talked  of  my  chances  of  finding 
Marie  in  the  hull  upon  the  island,  and  I  told 
him  how  I  had  hired  the  brig  '  Albatross '  and 
intended  myself  to  sail  in  her  as  soon  as  she 
discharged  her  cargo  and  was  ready  for  sea, 
which  I  hoped  would  be  about  the  close  of  the 
following  week. 

I  saw  little  of  the  scenery  we  were  driven 
by  ;  we  passed  a  number  of  gigantic  aloes  on 
the  roadside  ;  the  hard-blue  mountains,  tower- 
ing into  the  heavens  with  keenly  cut  skylines, 
with  great  spaces  of  their  sides  lustrous  with 
the  trembling  and  delicate  fohage  of  the 
silver  tree,  wound  with  us  as  we  wound,  or 
shadowed  us  as  we  drove ;  they  were  an  eter- 
nal presence,  like  the  cloudless  blue  over  them. 

Whilst  Mr.  Hoskins  was  telhng  me  how  he 
contrived  to  obtain  an  order  for  the  exhuma- 
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tion  of  the  remains,  we  arrived  at  the  cemetery 
where  we  ahghted,  and  my  companion  con- 
ducted me  to  the  grave  whose  situation  he 
was  exactly  acquainted  with.  A  number  of 
persons  were  beside  tlie  grave,  two  were 
sextons  armed  with  mattocks,  or  spades,  the 
others  were  strangers  and  remained  so  to  me ; 
but  one,  I  beheve,  was  a  medical  man,  and 
another  a  government  official.  They  raised 
their  hats  to  us,  and  after  the  exchange  of 
a  few  commonplace  greetings,  decorously  at- 
tuned, the  diggers  went  to  work. 

The  body  had  lain  in  this  grave  since 
August — four  months.  The  heat  thrilled  in  a 
sort  of  surging  wave  that  closed  upon  the 
respiration  with  a  sense  of  suffocation  whilst 
we  stood  watching  the  diggers.  I  shuddered 
at  the  idea  of  looking.  I  had  come  to  Cape 
Town  conceiving  that  this  body  was  Marie's,  I 
now  knew  it  was  not  hers  ;  nevertheless,  I 
guessed  that  the  aspect  of  the  dead  face,  at 
rest   and    out   of    sight   under    the  cleaving 
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spades,  must  become  a  memory  tliat  would 
be  inseparably  associated  with  Marie's  image, 
whether  I  was  to  behold  her  again  or  not,  and 
my  spirits  shrunk  as  I  stood  watching. 

The  soil  was  red,  and  the  diggers  turned 
it  cheerily.  Mr.  Hoskins  talked  in  a  low  tone 
apart  with  one  of  the  strangers  ;  that  man  was 
probably  an  undertaker  or  connected  with  the 
firm  of  buriers.  Many  rich  strange  flowers 
and  plants  glowed  like  jewels  or  glanced  like 
snow  upon  or  about  the  graves  round  about ; 
it  was  a  big  tract  of  ground,  all  the  sculp- 
tures, and  monuments  of  several  sorts  showing 
at  a  distance  sharp  as  carvings  in  ivory 
through  the  hot  rare  blue  atmosphere. 

The  group  of  us  were  the  only  living 
occupants  of  that  field  of  sleepers.  Doubtless 
the  order  had  gone  forth  for  all  to  be  ex- 
cluded till  the  coffin  had  been  reburied.  They 
came  to  it  at  last ;  it  was  raised  with  some 
trouble,  a  plain  black  box,  and  placed  uj)on 
the  edge  of  the  grave,  and  without  an  instant's 
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loss  of  time  the  person  with  whom  Mr. 
Hoskins  had  been  conversing,  unscrewed  the 
hd — and  we  looked. 

I  had  expected  to  behold  something  that 
was  to  shock  the  sight,  and  create  a  memory 
of  pain  and  disgust ;  instead,  there  lay  before 
us,  her  head  pillowed,  her  arms  peacefully 
crossed,  the  form  of  a  young  woman  whose 
face,  through  chymic  changes  exphcable  only 
by  the  pen  of  science,  had  filled  and  freshened 
in  complexion  to  an  aspect  easily  supportable 
by  the  most  nervous  or  sensitive  eye.  The 
flesh  was  discoloured  ;  in  the  pictures  it  had 
shown  as  an  ulcerous  ghastly  white  ;  but  here, 
in  this  coffin,  the  face  was  far  more  defined  and 
distinguishable  in  lineament,  I  may  even  add 
in  expression,  than  in  the  photographs.  I 
could  almost  understand  my  Dutch  friend's 
reference  to  a  shadow  of  beauty  lurking  in 
this  dead  mask  of  countenance.  The  hair 
was  very  fair,  and  beautifully  abundant,  but 
it  was  not  the  hair  of  Marie,  the  hands  were 
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not  Marie's.  Now  that  I  looked  upon  her  I 
observed  that  she  resembled  Marie  to  a  less 
degree  even  than  the  pictures  expressed  the 
likeness.  I  shook  my  head  and  drew  back  a 
pace,  covering  my  face,  the  sight  was  pitiful 
— I  could  not  bear  to  look  beyond  a  moment 
or  two.  I  thought  of  that  form  in  the  loneli- 
ness of  the  ocean  off  the  Horn,  and  then  again 
I  was  agitated  by  a  violent  reaction  in  my 
spirits  ;  for  though  I  had  been  certain  it  would 
not  prove  Marie,  yet  I  knew  not  what  I  was 
to  behold  either,  what  tragic,  heart-subduing 
surprise  that  coffin  might  have  in  store  for  me, 
and  I  shrunk  back,  shaking  lay  head  and 
hiding  my  face. 

Mr.  Hoskins  viewed  the  remains  in  silence, 
then  sobbed,  and  I  looked  at  him.  Our  eyes 
met  across  the  coffin,  and  exclaiming,  '  It  is 
my  daughter,  Mr.  Moore  !  It  is  Charlotte  ; 
the  wife  of  Captain  Henry  Oilier,'  he  sank 
upon  his  knees  and  folded  his  hands  in 
prayer  beside  his  child. 
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CHAPTEE  XXY 

AT   SEA   AGAIN 

I  HAD  arrived  at  Cape  Town  on  December  13, 
and  on  the  26th  of  the  same  month  the 
colonial  brig  'Albatross'  lay  in  Table  Bay, 
waiting  for  me  to  go  aboard  in  order  to  sail. 
This  was  surely  what  the  shipowners  would 
call  '  prompt  despatch '  ! 

On  the  morning  of  the  26th  I  said  good- 
bye to  my  friends  in  the  boarding-house  and 
drove  to  one  of  the  jetties  where  Captain 
Cliffe  awaited  me.  I  was  accompanied  by 
the  colonel  and  Mr.  PoUak.  A  considerable 
crowd  had  assembled  to  see  me  embark  ;  the 
story  had  leaked  out ;  it  was  in  the  papers 
that  I  had  come  to  the  Cape  to  identify  the 
body  brought  from  sea  by  the  *  Emerald,'  and 
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that,  being  satisfied  it  was  not  that  of  the  girl 
I  was  in  search  of,  I  was  going  to  the  New 
Orkneys  in  the  hope  of  finding  her  locked  up 
in  a  wreck  described  as  corresponding  in  every 
material  detail  with  the  hull  of  the  '  Lady 
Emma.' 

It  was  an  extraordinary  romance ;  Mr. 
Pollak  had  assured  me  that  all  Cape  Town  was 
talking  about  it.  For  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I  was  made  to  understand  the  inconveni- 
ence and  discomfort  of  publicity.  A  number 
of  ladies  were  in  the  crowd,  and  they  thrust 
most  unceremoniously  forward  to  catch  sight 
of  me.  When  I  got  into  the  boat  the  crowd 
good-naturedly  cheered  ;  I  did  not  feel  easy 
till  the  oars  were  dipping  and  the  boat  under 
way,  for  the  crowd  was  bringing  others,  and 
as  we  rowed  from  the  jetty  I  saw  some  men. 
and  women  running  towards  the  water. 

]^Ir.  Pollak  and  the  colonel  went  on  board 
with  me.  It  was  a  rich  glowing  day,  a 
number    of    white    steam-like    clouds    were 

VOL.  III.  K 


I30  HEART   OF    OAK 

circling  above  Cape  Town,  but  low  over  the 
water,  brushing  it  into  a  wide  sheet  of  rippling 
blue  splendour,  a  hot  fresh  breeze  was  blowing; 
it  swept  straight  down  the  Bay,  with  a  brassy 
light  in  the  air  that  made  you  think  of  the 
wind  as  coloured  by  the  yellow  glares  of  the 
sandy  land  it  had  travelled  across. 

Mr.  Pollak  had  on  several  occasions  visited 
the  brig ;  the  colonel  had  not  before  viewed 
her  close  ;  he  was  greatly  pleased  and  hummed 
a  tune  approvingly  as  he  accompanied  me 
about  the  decks.  One  detail  of  furniture,  his 
own  suggestion,  he  lingered  over ;  it  was  a 
bright  brass  cannon  mounted  on  the  quarter- 
deck. 

'  He'll  do  for  you  ! '  he  exclaimed,  slap- 
ping the  breech  of  the  piece.  '  That  should 
fetch  an  echo  loud  enough  to  awaken  the 
dead.' 

A  little  further  aft  stood  a  mortar,  with  its 
round  mouth  gaping  at  the  sky. 

'What's   that   for?'   asked    the    coloi5el. 
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'  Isn't  the  gun  noisy  enough  to  alarm  'em  if 
they're  aboard  ?  ' 

'  It  is  my  idea,'  said  Mr.  Pollak.  '  Suppose 
it  should  be  impossible  to  scale  the  slope  and 
reach  the  ship  ;  here  is  an  engine  that  will 
throw  you  a  ball  and  line  which  anyone  on 
board  may  catch  and  pull  ladders  up  by.' 

'  Good  I '  exclaimed  the  colonel. 

We  then  examined  the  two  fresh  boats 
which  Captain  Cliffe  had  purchased  on  my 
behalf;  they  were  large,  strong,  handsome 
whale-boats,  strengthened  by  iron  beams  or 
girders  under  the  thwarts  ;  and  made  life- 
boats of  by  a  quantity  of  cork  fenders  care- 
fully laced  or  otherwise  seamed  along  the 
sides. 

'  These,'  said  I, '  together  with  rope  ladders 
hooked  for  scaling,  and  grappling  irons,  form 
my  machinery.' 

'It  is  all  you  will  need,'  said  Mr.  Pollak, 
'  and  I  am  sure  everyone  must  pray  that 
GoS  will  bless  and  prosper  your  noble  voyage.' 

K  2 
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I  took  the  worthy  Dutchman's  hand  and 
thanked  liim  with  a  silent  grip. 

At  that  moment  the  windlass  began  to 
clank  ;  immediately  a  hoarse  voice  bawled  out 
a  song  whose  burthen  was  caught  and  flung 
in  thunder  into  the  air  by  the  seven  or  eight 
hearts  who  bowed  and  rose  at  the  windlass 
handles. 

'  Come,  Mr.  Pollak ;  come,  colonel,'  I 
exclaimed  ;  '  there's  time  for  a  bumper.' 

I  called  to  the  captain  to  send  aft  the  lad 
who  was  to  wait  uj)on  us  in  the  cabin,  and 
descended  with  my  friends.  A  magnum  of 
champagne  was  opened,  and  we  filled  and  drank 
to  the  voyage.  I  obliged  Captain  ClifFe  to 
come  down  and  drink.  He  cried  through  the 
skylight  tliat  he  durst  not  leave  the  deck  for 
above  three  minutes  ;  I  tpld  him  to  come,  and 
the  two  gentlemen  toasted  the  little  man,  who 
delivered,  with  several  grimaces,  a  brief  sailorly 
speech,  full  of  hope,  then  rushed  on  deck. 
I  bade  Mr.  Pollak  good-bye   with  a  full 
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heart.  The  colonel  followed  hhn  into  the 
boat,  which  put  off,  and  then  hung  by  on  her 
oars  to  watch  us.  At  this  time  the  anchor 
was  off  the  ground,  and  the  crew  were  making 
sail  on  the  brig,  whose  bowsprit,  with  a  white 
pinion  of  jib  swelling  from  it,  was  rounding, 
finger-like,  in  a  slow,  pointing  way  for  the 
open  ;  the  sheep-faced  mate  stood  on  the  fore- 
castle shouting  orders  ;  a  sailor  was  at  the 
wheel ;  Captain  Chffe  crossed  the  deck  from 
left  to  right,  looking  up  and  around,  moving 
swiftly,  a  doll  of  a  man,  grimacing  and 
blinking  at  every  pause  in  his  nimble  trot. 

Some  of  the  ships  round  about  had  got 
our  tale,  I  fancy,  or  at  least  the  scent  of  our 
errand ;  since  from  most  of  them  we  were 
watched  by  many  heads  above  the  rail. 
Presently  the  brig's  5tern  was  to  the  "wind,  her 
topsails  filled,  the  fighter  sails  glanced  wing- 
shaped  to  the  yard-arms  to  the  drag  of  the 
gear  ;  I  waved  my  hat  from  the  quarter  to 
my  two   friends,   and   they  flourished  a  last 
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farewell.  My  voyage,  strange  as  any  that 
had  ever  been  undertaken  in  this  world,  was 
begun ! 

We  were  the  only  ship  at  that  time  leaving 
the  Bay,  and  I  think  our  lonely  going  must 
have  given  a  certain  majesty  and  nobleness  to 
the  figure  of  the  vessel  in  the  eyes  of  those 
who  watched  us,  with  the  significance  of  her 
dangerous,  surprising,  romantic  mission  going 
along  with  her.  I  don't  know  what  my  own 
sensations  were  :  I  was  sensible  perhaps  of  a 
little  triumph  of  spirits  at  this  getting  away  so 
quickly,  and  then  there  was  the  feeling  that  I 
was  in  action,  that  no  time  was  being  lost ; 
and  yet  there  was  a  heaviness  at  my  heart  too, 
the  chill  of  doubt,  a  frosty  dread  that  the 
errand  would  prove  profitless,  and  that  if  God 
suffered  me  to  return  home  it  must  be  as  a 
mourner  for  Marie. 

But  we  were  sailing  through  a  wide, 
shining  scene  of  commanding  beauty,  lofty 
and  gloriously  coloured,  and  the  influence  of 
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it,  I  don't  doubt,  rescued  me  from  the  dark 
mood  imagination  might  have  raised.  The 
breeze  blew  hot,  but  the  sweetness  of  flowers 
and  fruit  was  in  it,  and  the  scent  of  the  land 
was  brisk  w^ith  the  salt  of  the  sea.  In  a  very 
little  while  the  seamen  had  clothed  the  brig 
from  the  main-royal  yard  to  the  waterways, 
and  as  she  floated  onwards,  noic  shghtly 
curtseying  to  a  small  breathing  of  swell,  the 
mountains  went  mth  her,  and  the  ships  astern 
closed  into  clusters  past  the  tail  of  our  mirror- 
bright  line  of  wake.  The  mountains  towered 
on  our  left  ;  Cape  Town  vanished,  and  we 
softly  drove  with  a  noise  of  fountains  on  either 
hand  past  rich  curves  of  shore  on  whose 
margin  the  huge  Atlantic  comber  formed  and 
fell  in  snowstorms  with  wliite  houses  beyond 
the  foam  like  models  in  ivory  shining  amid 
the  greenery. 

And  all  the  time  w^e  were  alone !  This 
was  the  wonderful  feature  of  our  departure. 
I  could  not   see  the  smallest  boat  in  motion. 
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The  water  was  like  a  great  lonely  lake,  and 
the  silence  on  the  face  of  the  mountains  was 
in  the  wind,  in  a  presence  that  seemed  to 
compel  isolation  for  us,  hushing  all  life  off 
the  face  of  the  bay  down  to  where  the  ships 
were  lying  too  far  off  to  trouble  the  sense  of 
solitude. 

The  crew  were  now  occupied  in  coiling 
away  the  rigging  and  clearing  up  the  decks, 
and  I  had  an  opportunity  of  viewing  them. 
All  were  white  men ;  there  Avere  eight,  to- 
gether with  a  cook  and  a  boy  to  wait  upon 
us  aft,  making  with  captain  and  mate  twelve 
of  a  company,  which  was  plenty.  Cliffe  had 
told  me  he  would  not  ship  a  certificated 
second  mate ;  the  man  who  went  as  boat- 
swain would  relieve  the  mate  and  stand  a 
watch.  That  man  was  a  wiry,  middle-aged 
seaman  ;  he  wore  a  spread  of  grey  whisker 
scissors-trimmed,  close  to  his  face,  and  dark 
eager  eyes  which  he  rolled  quickly  as  a 
monkey ;    he    sang   out   briskly,  and    sprang 
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about  the  decks.  Little  Captain  ClifFe,  ob- 
serving that  I  watched  the  man,  came  and 
stood  beside  me  and  spoke  up  softly  to  my 
ear : 

'  I  engaged  that  chap  because  of  his 
knowledge  of  the  ice.  He  told  me  he  was 
seven  years  whaling  in  the  Pacific  and 
Southern  oceans.  He  is  the  most  wonderful 
jumper  I  ever  heard  of.' 

'  So  old  as  he  is  ? ' 

'  Forty-five  or  thereabouts.  Men  of  that 
sort  soon  lose  the  reckoning  of  their  birth.  I 
don't  allow  their  mothers  ever  enter  'em. 
They're  always  the  age  that  suits  'em  to  be. 
But  look  what  a  hfe  it  is,  sir  !  the  iron  it  will 
put  into  a  young  'un's  hair !  the  kinks  it'll 
run  into  a  young  'un's  back  !  All  the  hard 
life  and  the  bad  food  works  out  through  a 
man's  pores  after  a  few  years,  bows  him  down, 
and  hardens  in  his  face  with  a  crust  of  years. 
He's  a  marvellous  jumper  that,  sir.  Tell  ye 
what   he   did — and   it   astonished  me — there 
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was  a  horse  and  trap  standing  close  beside 
where  we  w^ere  talkiag.  He  turns  on  a 
sudden  and  sings  out,  "  Captain,  did  yer  ever 
see  this  done  ?  "  and  putting  his  feet  together 
and  clenching  his  fists  he  bent  his  knees,  let 
go  of  the  ground  like  and  shot  as  a  bolt, 
clearing  the  horse  till  you  could  see  half  the 
length  of  his  own  legs  of  blue  sky  'twixt  his 
feet  and  the  animal's  back.' 

He  gazed  up  at  me,  blinking  and  grinning, 
and  added,  '  I  allow,  should  it  come  to  any 
awkward  climbing  jobs,  we'll  find  that  covey 
handy.' 

I  lingered  a  little  to  watch  the  brig  and 
the  coast.  The  swell  was  coming  straight 
out  of  the  wide  sea,  but  the  breeze  still 
followed  fiery  and  splendid  with  the  light  of 
that  land  ;  the  little  ship  bowed  softly  ;  the 
long  heave  under  the  bows  did  not  stop  her  ; 
she  floated  with  erect  spars,  her  yards  square, 
the  canvas  breathing  like  human  breasts  as 
her   bowsprit   rose    and    fell  ;    yet   a   glance 
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astern  showed  me  she  was  already  whitening 
the  water. 

At  every  look,  the  high  land,  purple  and 
hard  in  that  noontide  brilhance,  yielded  new 
features.  It  was  towering  now  on  to  Hont 
Bay,  with  a  trend  which  made  a  mighty 
shoulder  of  it  as  it  sounded  towards  Simon's 
Town  and  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  :  the 
towering  terraces  were  on  our  port  quarter 
with  Eobben  Island  to  starboard,  and  ahead 
was  the  glittering  breast  of  the  Atlantic  with 
the  sea-hne  hard-carved  against  the  faint 
silvery  blue.  I  looked  for  a  sail,  but  nothing 
broke  that  measureless  run  of  horizon  ;  the 
junction  of  air  and  water  had  aAvild  loveliness, 
indescribable,  thanks  perhaps  to  the  violet  of 
the  brine  that  washed  the  liofht  azure  ;  thousfh 
the  fear  and  mystery  of  beauty  I  found  in 
it  then  doubtless  came  of  the  thought  of 
what  lay  hidden  from  me  hundreds  of  leagues 
deep  beyond  that  slope  of  airy  silver.  Had 
we  been  a  ship  of  ancient  explorers  the  field 
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of  ocean  could  not  have  shown  more  barren 
than  my  eyes,  exploring  its  recesses  under  the 
sharp  of  my  hand,  found  it. 

Some  seamen  came  aft  to  spread  an  awn- 
ing. They  eyed  me  askew  ;  of  course  they 
knew  the  brig's  mission,  and  perhaps  thought 
me  a  little  mad ;  but  it  would  be  all  one  to 
them ;  there  is  worse  to  be  suffered  at  sea 
than  a  cruise  off  the  Horn  in  the  midsummer 
of  this  side  on  such  wages  as  they  had  signed 
for,  in  a  tight  well-built  brig.  In  fact,  they 
rolled  about  their  work  with  a  sort  of  rollick- 
ing carriage  that  made  one  reckon  they  had 
entered  upon  the  voyage  with  jolly  hearts  as 
on  a  yachting  jaunt,  secure  from  all  danger 
and  dirt  of  cargo  ;  only  it  was  as  likely 
they'd  come  on  board  a  little  merry  with 
Jack's  custom  of  farewell. 

I  now  went  below  to  see  to  my  berth  and 
arrange  my  traps  ;  but  came  to  a  halt  at  the 
cabin  table,  to  lean  upon  it  and  think.  This 
interior  was  wholly  unlike  the  '  Lady  Emma's '  ; 
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yet  the  skylight,  the  lockers,  and  several 
trifling  details  of  cabin  furniture  brought  to 
my  recollection  that  day  in  the  Thames  when 
I  had  said  good-bye  to  Marie  in  her  cabin, 
alone.  What  had  been  her  sufferings  since  ? 
If  she  was  in  the  hull  she  had  been  imprisoned 
at  this  date  for  five  months,  and  by  the  time 
we  got  to  her  six  !  For  six  months  she  would 
have  been  locked  up  in  a  motionless  hulk, 
high  perched  upon  a  savage  island,  heavily 
faced  with  ice,  with  a  thunder  of  surf  far 
down  for  ever  in  her  ear,  and  always  the 
same  white,  desolate,  fierce  prospect  of  frozen 
cliffs  and  rolling  ocean.  Would  it  not  have 
killed  lier  ?  I  clasped  my  hands  in  the  tor- 
ment of  the  thought.  Should  I  be  makincr 
this  voyage  to  a  remote  ice-girt  island  merely 
to  enter  the  wreck  and  behold  the  remains  of 
my  Marie  as  I  had  looked  into  that  coffin  in 
Cape  Town  beholding  another  ? 

I   passed  into  my  own  berth,  a  small  but 
comfortable  box,  and  after  busying  myself  for 
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half  an  hour,  during  which  I  had  recalled 
my  mind  to  something  of  its  former  com- 
posure, I  re-entered  the  cabin  and  found  the 
table  laid  for  dinner.  The  little  sea  parlour 
looked  cheerful  with  this  hospitable  setting. 
The  heel  of  a  windsail  buzzed  in  the  skylight. 
There  had  happened  a  little  shift  of  wind 
whilst  I  was  below,  for  the  brig  leaned  over 
and  I  heard  a  smart  hissing — the  seetliing  of 
foam  sliding  past ;  it  was  as  cooHng  a  noise 
as  the  sound  of  a  hard  shower  of  rain  on  a 
dusty  August  day  at  home. 

I  stepped  on  deck  to  take  a  look ;  the 
land  was  melting  into  a  vast  roll  of  shadow 
astern  and  on  the  port  quarter,  filming  down 
to  the  Cape  end  ;  the  breeze  hung  steady,  only 
it  came  fresher,  more  fiery  and  sparkling  out 
here  in  the  wide  ocean,  we  had  changed  our 
course  by  two  or  three  points,  bringing  it 
somewhat  abaft  the  beam ;  I  saw  no  cloud, 
nothing  but  a  glad  race  of  flashing  bright  blue 
seas  ridorino^  from  an  horizon  that  rose  into  a 
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dome  of  untarnished  blue  in  the  midst  of 
which  was  the  sun,  makiug  a  dazzhng  plain  of 
a  great  surface  of  water  in  the  north. 

Captain  Cliffe  came  to  the  compass- stand 
whilst  I  stood  looking  at  the  card ;  I  felt  his 
little  blinking  eyes  were  upon  me  when  my 
sio^ht  went  to  the  hollow  canvas,  and  to  the 
sea-smoke  that  from  time  to  time  blew  away 
in  little  puffs  from  off  the  lee  bow  when  the 
brig  stooped  with  a  sheering  plunge  shoulder- 
ing a  knoll  of  the  blue  brine  into  a  long  roar 
of  foam. 

'  This  is  good  sailing,'  said  I. 

'  It  beats  steam  anyhow,'  said  he,  turning 
to  look  at  the  race  of  wake  astern. 

'  What's  the  speed  ?  ' 

'  Nine,'  he  answered  with  a  convulsive 
grimace  of  triumph,  '  and  I  understand  they 
never  could  get  more  than  seven  out  of  the 
steamer  you  came  out  in.' 

The  mate  walked  in  the  gangway ;  I  saw 
but  one  man  forward.     The  captain  told  me 
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the  crew  were  at  dinner.  But  whilst  I  stood 
first  one  man  and  then  another  came  up 
through  a  little  hole  in  the  fore  part  of  the 
brig,  and  in  a  few  minutes  half  a  dozen  of 
them  were  sprawling  and  lounging  in  the 
shadows  the  canvas  made  upon  the  forecastle, 
smoking,  but  scarcely  speaking  for  heat  and 
loathing  of  movement. 

I  could  not  forbear  a  smile  when  I  re- 
flected that  to  all  intents  and  purposes  I  was 
veritably  the  owner  of  this  white  brig  sweep- 
ing south-west,  and  the  master  of  those  people 
yonder.  What  would  my  prosaic  friends  of 
the  City  think  of  such  an  adventure  as  this  I 
was  upon  ?  But  put  Marie  by  my  side,  or  bid 
me  know  for  a  God's-truth  that  she  was  safe, 
and  I'd  have  sworn  there  was  nothing  in  this 
wide  world  of  delights  comparable  with  such 
sailing  as  this.  Sickness  had  been  cured  by 
the  '  Cambrian.'  The  heave  of  the  deck,  the 
slant  of  the  hull,  the  feel  of  the  speeding  of 
the  fabric  of  white  cloud  through   the  sun- 
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bright  gushing  of  wind  were  as  a  buoyancy  of 
spirits  ;  you  did  not  heed  them,  yet  they 
worked  hke  wine  in  the  blood.  I  wanted  but 
peace  at  my  heart,  the  tranquihty  of  convic- 
tion, to  have  tasted  a  perfect  happiness  in  this 
glorious  Cape  noon  of  flashing  ocean,  of  rush- 
ing brig  and  wind  filled  with  the  music  of  the 
strands. 

My  reverie  was  disturbed — for  ClifTe  stood 
silent  by  my  side — by  the  sight  of  the  boy 
coming  along  with  the  cabin  dinner,  and  pre- 
sently the  captain  and  I  were  seated  at  table. 

This  was  my  first  meal  aboard,  and  I  often 
laugh  silently  when  memory  returns  me  the 
image  of  my  little  skipper  sitting  behind  a 
roast  fowl,  blinking  and  stretching  his  lips  at 
it,  then  rising  and  lurching  over  it,  being  too 
short  to  carve  it  sittimr.  He  saw  amusement 
in  my  face,  for  on  beginning  to  eat  he  said  he 
often  lamented  that  he  had  come  in  at  the  tail 
end  of  his  family  when  nearly  all  the  height 
had  been  served  out.     He  was  the  last  born, 
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and  arrived  when  not  very  many  inches  were 
left.  He  had  a  brother  six  foot  high,  and  his 
mother  was  a  big  woman.  He  told  me  that 
he  once  dined  with  a  company  of  people  when 
the  Queen's  health  was  proposed  "and  every- 
one stood.  His  neighbour  requested  him  to 
stand  up  as  the  Queen's  health  was  being 
drunk.  He  answered  he  was  up.  These  were 
the  sort  of  mortifications,  he  said,  to  which 
little  men  were  subjected. 

After  a  bit,  talking  always  as  I  now  did 
on  the  subject  of  the  'Lady  Emma'  and  our 
chances  of  finding  Miss  Otway  alive  in  the 
wreck,  I  asked  if  the  boatswain  of  the  brig — 
that  jumping  seaman  who  had  been  whaling 
seven  years — had  ever  sighted  the  New 
Orkneys  ? 

'  1  didn't  think  of  asking,'  he  answered, 
'  but  I'll  soon  find  out,  sir.' 

'  Would  you  object  to  his  coming  here  ?  ' 

'  This  is  your  ship,  Mr.  Moore.' 

'  I'd  like  to  ask  him  some  questions.' 
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He  at  ouce  told  the  boy  who  waited  on 
us  to  send  Bodkin  aft.  In  a  few  minutes  the 
man  came ;  by  this  time  we  had  dined,  but 
the  captain  lingered  to  hear  what  this  boat- 
swain had  to  say  before  he  went  on  deck  to 
send  the  mate  to  his  dinner. 

'  I've  been  telling  this  gentleman,'  said  the 
captain,  leaning  his  little  figure  against  a  stan- 
chion and  discharging  a  whole  broadside  of 
grimaces  at  Bodkin,  who  stood  staring  at  us 
and  around  him,  astonished  at  the  summons, 
*  that  you've  been  a-whaling  seven  years  in 
the  Pacific  and  Southern  Ocean.' 

Here  Bodkin  lifted  his  hand  to  his  fore- 
head in  the  seaman's  salute  to  me. 

'  Know  anything  of  the  New  Orkneys  P  ' 
said  the  captain  with  nervous  abruptness  like 
the  briskness  of  a  bird. 

'  Well,  sir,  bin  off  'em  again  and  again.' 

'  Sit  down,'  said  I.  '  Boy,  give  Mr.  Bodkin 
a  glass  of  sherry.' 

Bodkin  put  down  his  cap  and  sat ;  he  had 
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evidently  been  called  from  some  heavy  work, 
and  his  face  and  hairy  arms  bare  to  the 
elbows,  and  his  well-baked  throat  naked  to 
the  iron-grey  hairs  upon  liis  chest,  shone 
with  sweat.  He  took  the  glass  and  tipped 
down  the  wine. 

I  then  said,  '  Do  you  know  that  we're  sail- 
ing to  the  New  Orkneys  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes.     I  signed  for  that  run.' 
'  Is  our  errand  known  to  you  ?  ' 
'  It's  to  search  for  a  wreck,  ain't  it,  sir  ?  ' 
'  A    wreck   with  live  people   in  it,'    said 
Captain   ChfTe.      '  I   made  that  clear,  didn't 
I?' 

'Then  I  hope  we  shan't  find  'em,'  said 
Bodkin. 

'  What ! '  shouted  Cliffe  with  a  hideous 
face. 

'  For  their  own  sakes.  Who'd  lock  a  dog 
up  there  ? '  said  the  man,  running  the  length 
of  his  wet  bare  arm  along  his  streaming  fore- 
head     '  'Tain't  imagined  here,  with  the  pitch 
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'twixt  the  seams  like  suet,  and  the  paint- work 
blistering  into  scabs.  I've  been  off  the  larger 
of  them  islands  five  times.  Yer  wouldn't 
know  'em  from  icebergs,  'cept  for  here  and 
there  a  piece  of  naked  black  rock  showing 
where  ice  hadn't  formed  or  snow  couldn't  keep 
a  hold  of.' 

'  Could  a  boat  land?'  I  exclaimed,  scarcely 
bearing  to  hear  him  when  he  talked  like 
that. 

'  Why  yes,  sir.  This  time  of  the  year — 
watching  a  smooth — 'tain't  always  what  they 

calls    weather    down    there ;    but    it's  b 

cold.' 

'  Were  ye  ever  ashore  on  them  islands  ?  ' 
inquired  the  captain. 

'  No,  sir.' 

'  Did  your  ship  send  a  boat  ashore  ? '  I 
asked. 

'  The  last  time  I  was  off  them  rocks  a  boat 
was  sent  and  she  came  back  again ;  they  was 
nearly  capsized,  and  that  was  all  they  did.' 
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'  Describe  the  land,'  said  I. 

His  recollection,  however,  was  not  very 
clear.  He  talked  of  tall  ice  cliffs  and  of  a 
huge  dim  mountain  far  inland  ;  and  of  peaks 
and  projections  showing  and  disappearing 
amidst  storms  of  snow. 

'  Is  there  much  ice  about  the  island  ? ' 
said  I. 

'  Plenty,'  he  answered.  '  The  biggest  berg 
I  ever  see  in  all  my  life  was  close  in  with  that 
land,  third  time  I  wur  off  it.' 

'  Suppose  the  hull  of  a  ship  was  on  a  ledge 
of  ice,  thirty  or  forty  feet  above  the  wash  of 
the  sea ;  she  was  lying  plain  in  sight  of  the 
ocean ' — I  named  the  date  on  which  the 
skipper  of  the  whaler  '  Sea  Queen '  had  passed 
her — '  would  you  expect  to  find  her  still 
exposed,  lying  in  full  view?  ' 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  working  mind,  his 
words  being  too  few  to  help  him  quickly  ; 
then  said,  turning  his  eyes  upon  the  captain : 
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'  All  tilings  considered,  I  allow  it's  more'n 
likely  she'd  be  smothered  up.' 

'  What's  to  smother  her  ?  '  cried  Captain 
Chffe. 

'  The  congregating  of  bergs,'  answered  the 
other. 

'  Is  that  all  ye  know  of  ice  ?  '  exclaimed 
the  little  man.  '  Haven't  you  lieard  that  ice 
fetches  away  from  the  main  and  works  north 
this  time  o'  year  ?  ' 

'  I'm  asked  a  question,'  said  the  man  with 
a  note  of  sullenness  in  his  voice,  '  and  I'm  ex- 
pected, I  suppose,  for  to  speak  the  truth,  being 
sent  for.  All  I  know  is  there's  nothen  so 
shifting  as  ice,  and  therefore  nothen  so 
smothering.' 

'  But  the  hull's  ashore  on  an  island,'  I  ex- 
claimed. 

'  That's  not  going  to  stop  the  ice  from  a- 
blocking  of  her  out,'  he  answered. 

'  I'm  afraid  you  won't  get  much  encourage- 
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ment   out   of  this  man,'  said   Captain  Cliffe, 
turning  and  grimacing  at  me. 

'  Yer  see,  sir,'  said  Bodkin,  directing  a 
languishing  look  at  the  decanter  of  sherry  in 
the  hands  of  the  boy  as  he  went  to  the  pantry, 
'  'tain't  only  the  chance  of  that  there  hull 
being  hobscurified  by  the  congregating  of  ice 
right  in  front  of  her  ;  she  hes  under  slifts 
which  are  constantly  a-going  to  pieces  and 
tumbling  down  in  thundering  lumps.' 

'  Then,'  said  I,  '  I  take  it,  Mr.  Bodkin,  that 
3^ou,  who  have  had  plenty  of  experience  of 
the  ice  down  south,  give  me  little  reason  to 
hope  that  we  shall  find  the  wreck  whole  or 
tlie  people  abandoned  in  her  alive  ?  ' 

He  rolled  his  monkey  eyes  briskly  at  this, 
fretting  first  one  cropped  grey  whisker  and 
then  the  other  with  the  palm  of  his  hand. 

*  I  allow,'  he  answered  after  a  silence, 
during  which  little  Captain  Clifie  viewed  him  as 
sternly  as  his  nervous  distorting  affection  per- 
mitted, '  that  your  chance  is   as  good  as  any 
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chance  at  sea  hever  can  be.  But  I  don't 
mind  saying,'  he  added,  standing  up,  catching 
hold  of  his  cap  and  revolving  it,  '  that  our 
number  is  agin  your  luck.' 

'  What's  that  ? '  exclaimed  the  captain. 

'  Let  the  gent  count  us.  There's  thirteen 
souls.' 

'  Go  forward,'  said  the  captain, '  and  get  on 
with  your  work.' 

The  man,  with  a  civil  flourish  of  his  hand 
to  his  brow,  left  the  cabin. 

'  There's  no  fool  like  Jack  fool,'  said  Cap- 
tain Cliffe. 

I  confess,  however,  that  when  I  reckoned 
up  to  myself  the  number  of  people  on  board 
and  made  No.  13,  I  felt  a  little  uneasy.  I 
said  nothing  to  the  captain,  but  the  thing 
weighed  upon  me.  It  was  perfectly  natural 
that  at  such  a  time  I  should  be  superstitious  ; 
certainly  a  good  omen  would  have  heartened 
me  :  why,  then,  should  not  so  unlucky  a  cir- 
cumstance  as  that  of  thirteen   forming   the 
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number  of  us  in  the  brig  prove  depressing  ? 
I  was  so  weak  in  tliis  way  that  I  had  serious 
thoughts  of  ordering  Cliffe  to  tranship  one  of 
the  men  at  the  first  chance  that  offered. 
Also,  the  boatswain  Bodkin's  description  of 
the  island,  his  talk  of  the  cliffs,  of  ice-splitting 
and  thundering  down  in  blocks,  worried  me 
by  exciting  new  apprehensions.  I  was  sorry 
I  had  sent  for  the  man.  I  had  come  from  the 
deck  to  my  dinner  in  tolerably  good  spirits, 
and  when  I  returned  on  deck  I  felt  as  melan- 
choly as  ever  I  had  been  in  my  gloomiest 
hour  aboard  the  '  Cambrian.' 

The  mood  lasted  for  the  remainder  of  the 
day,  so  that,  spite  of  the  noble  sailing  breeze, 
this,  my  first  start  in  search  of  Marie,  seemed 
as  inauspicious  as  though  the  scheme  had 
failed  in  the  first  breath  of  it.  But  after 
a  long  chat  with  Chffe  in  the  evening  I 
grew  cheerfuller.  The  sun  was  sinking  in 
splendour  :  the  dark  blue  sea  ran  in  frothing 
lines ;  the   brig   was   sailing  swiftly,   heeling 
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down  and  smoking  onwards  as  though,  Hke 
something  Hving,  she  blew  the  breath  of  life 
in  steam  from  the  nostrils  of  her  hawsepipes 
as  she  fled.  Every  hour  of  such  progress 
shortened  the  term  of  expectation  ;  all  might 
yet  be  well ;  I  could  not  but  reflect  that,  until 
the  worst  was  known,  the  best  might  most 
rationally  be  hoped  for.  I  had  come  to 
Cape  Town  thinking  to  find  my  sweetheart 
dead  ;  it  was  not  she  that  lay  there.  Though 
we  should  board  the  wreck  and  find  nobody 
in  her,  still  I  should  have  a  right  to  beheve 
that  the  three  had  been  rescued,  and  perhaps 
at  that  very  time  were  at  home  in  safety. 

Thus  I  reasoned  with  myself  after  my  talk 
with  Cliffe  in  the  evening  and  was  somewhat 
easier  at  heart,  which  indeed  in  this  whistling 
evening,  merry  with  progress,  spacious  with 
the  splendour  of  the  setting  sun,  and  the  dis- 
tance of  the  eastern  seaboard  faintly  flushed, 
might  have  been  at  rest  but  for  the  gloom  of 
the  silly  superstition  of  thirteen  ! 
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About  this  time,  a  little  before  it  fell  dark, 
whilst  looking  towards  the  forecastle  where 
most  of  the  crew  were  smoking  and  talking,  I 
saw  a  man  come  out  of  the  hatch,  hugging 
something  to  his  breast.  The  sailors  jumped 
up  and  pressed  around  him.  Hands  were 
outstretched  to  what  the  fellow  held,  and  I 
heard  some  laughter.  Chfle  was  below.  The 
mate  Bland  was  walking  near  me  abreast  of 
the  skylight.     He  bawled  out  : 

'  What  have  you  there,  my  lads  ?  ' 

On  which  the  boatswain  Bodkin,  snatching 
the  object  from  the  hold  of  the  man,  held  it 
high,  shouting  : 

'  Here's  good  luck  to  the  brig  "  Albatross;  " 
and  now  there's  fourteen  all  told.' 

I  started,  and  saw  it  was  a  cat  he  held.  It 
was  black  as  coal. 

'  Bring  it  here,'  I  cried. 

He  came,  the  others  grinning  as  they 
stood  in  a  huddle  looking  aft.  It  was  a 
young    cat,  and  it    mewed    as    the   man    ap- 
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preached  with  it.  Chffe  came  on  deck  at  that 
moment. 

'  Where  was  it  found  ?  '  I  asked,  strok- 
ing the  thing  as  it  lay  mewing  in  Bodkin's 
hands. 

'  In  one  of  the  men's  hammocks,  sir.' 

'  It's  a  cat ! '  exclaimed  Chffe  with  a  grim- 
ace.    '  Who  brought  it  aboard  ? ' 

'  No  man  owns  to  it,'  responded  Bodkin. 

'  But  who  would  bring  it  aboard  if  it 
wasn't  its  own  legs,  Mr.  Moore  ? '  said  Cliffe, 
turning  to  me.  '  D'ye  know  I'd  ask  for  no 
better  stroke  of  luck  in  all  my  seafaring  days 
than  this  same  beast's  presence,'  and  he  ad- 
vanced his  httle  hand  and  tickled  the  cat's 
head. 

'  There's  fourteen  of  us  now,  sir,'  said 
Bodkin,  with  a  darting  roll  of  his  eyes. 

'Fourteen  and  a  stroke  of  luck  besides, 
eh  ? '  said  I  with  a  foolish  laugh  of  good 
spirits  spite  of  myself 

'  Go  and  give  it  something  to  eat  and  see 
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that  it  don't  jump  overboard,'  said  Captain 
Cliffe ;  and  whilst  the  boatswain  walked  for- 
ward handling  the  cat  tenderly  enough  and 
talking  to  it,  the  little  skipper  with  a  snap  of 
his  eyes  and  a  voice  of  conviction  exclaimed  : 
'  That  cat's  squared  the  yards,  Mr.  Moore. 
We  shall  find  the  wreck,  sir,  and  do  your 
business.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXVI 

THE    ICE 

0^^  the  morning  of  January  29,  1861,  Captain 
Cliffe  at  dinner  told  me  that  our  position  by 
dead  reckoning — he  had  not  been  able  to 
obtain  an  observation  for  two  days — was 
latitude  58°  30^  S.,  longitude  45°  W.  I  pulled 
out  my  note-book  on  hearing  this  and  started 
violently. 

'  Good  God,  Cliffe  ! '  cried  I, '  do  you  know 
that  we  are  within  a  mile  or  two  of  the  place 
where  the  ■'  Lady  Emma  "  was  abandoned  by 
her  crew  ?  ' 

'  Is  that  so  ? '  said  the  little  man  after  a 
pause,  closing  his  knife  and  fork.  '  But  it's 
true  all  the  same  :  111  back  mv  runs  for  the 
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last  two  days,  log-reckoned  as  they  are,  right, 
longitude  and  latitude,  within  ten  mile.' 

It  was  bitterly  cold,  and  when  I  had  come 
below  so  dense  a  fog  overhung  the  sea  that 
the  main-yard  was  out  of  sight  from  the  wheel. 
The  brig  \vas  lying  hove  to  under  small  canvas, 
a  large  smooth  Cape  Horn  swell  was  running 
out  of  the  sallow  thickness,  and  the  little  ves- 
sel was  rolling  horribly,  falling  into  the 
hollows  and  swinging  to  the  summits,  now  on 
her  beam  ends,  now  on  a  level  keel,  now  with 
a  dip  forward  that  seemed  to  make  her  all 
stern,  now  with  a  drop  aft  that  shook  the 
cabin  with  a  hollow  roar,  every  motion  being 
so  abrupt,  and  exaggerated,  that  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  walk,  to  stand,  even  to  eat,  the 
plate  flying  from  your  hand,  whilst  the  boy 
waited  with  a  broken  head  through  a  fall 
down  the  companion  ladder. 

We  had  passed  several  icebergs  on  the 
previous  day,  during  a  very  thick  morning  and 
afternoon,  when  the  sky  had  been  dark  with 
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drivinoj  cloud,  and  the  strong^  wind  white  with 
snow,  and  throughout  the  night  a  sharp  look- 
out had  been  kept  for  ice ;  but  since  daybreak 
it  had  been  as  dense  as  it  was  now  with  an 
awful  silence  all  round  :  nothing  had  once 
broken  the  amazing,  oppressive  stillness  upon 
that  sea,  sallow  as  the  fog,  labouring  in 
volumes  of  brine  soundlessly,  saving  a  strange, 
fierce  noise  of  blowing  heard  close  upon  the 
bow,  though  nothing  was  to  be  seen  there. 
CHffe  said  it  was  a  whale,  and  I  miglit  have 
guessed  that  by  the  sight  of  the  boatswain 
Bodkin  springing  with  an  amazing  jump  into 
the  fore-shrouds,  and  leaning  away  from  the 
ratline  he  grasped  with  pricked  ears,  staring 
as  out  of  love  for  his  old  sport  into  the  chok- 
ing wool  the  breathless  air  was  filled  with. 

I  was  as  anxious  and  restless  on  account  of 
the  ice  as  any  man  aboard,  though  I  was  no 
sailor  :  Clifle  had  said  it  didn't  follow,  though 
a  hurricane  blew,  that  the  smother  would 
clear.     I  knew  that  ice  must  be  about :  for 
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still  we  had  headed  south  after  passing  many 
bergs,  and  if  wind  came  and  gave  us  a  drift 
without  clearing  the  ocean  for  us,  we  might 
be  foul  of  an  ice  mountain  ere  the  mass  of  it 
was  fairly  shaped  to  the  sight  within  toss  of  a 
man's  cap.  ^ 

But  I  forgot  our  situation  for  awhile  when 
ClifFe  told  me  where  we  were  and  I  looked  into 
my  note-book.  Deep  love,  deep  grief,  con- 
secrated to  my  heart  this  scene  and  place  of 
silent  hills  of  water.  Here  the  '  Lady  Emma  * 
had  been  abandoned  ;  here,  if  the  horizon  had 
been  visible,  then,  within  the  compass  of  it 
Marie  had  been  left  with  her  two  companions 
in  a  dismasted  hull  amid  such  floating  ice  as 
during  the  past  few  days  I  had  gazed  at  with 
fear  and  amazement :  from  this  point  the 
three  in  that  mere  raft  of  ship  had  drifted — 
the  vessel  on  to  the  ice  of  Coronation  Island  ; 
that,  undoubtedly,  she  had  been  seen,  de- 
scribed, reported,  but  lier  inmates — had  they 
been  taken  out  of  her  ?     Or  were  they  frozen 
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corpses  in  her  ?  Or  were  they  hving,  within 
reach  of  a  day  or  two's  sail  from  the  place  of 
ocean  Cliffe  had  found  us  in  that  day  ? 

A  fire  glowed  in  the  little  brass  grate. 
The  cabin  was  snucr  and  warm  enoucrh  with 
the  companion  doors  closed  ;  but  I  speedily 
grew  restless  after  Cliffe  had  gone  on  deck. 
I  asked  the  mate  when  he  came  down  to 
dinner  how  the  weather  looked. 

'  Thick  as  muck,  sir.' 

'  Any  signs  of  wind,  Bland  ?  ' 

*  Xone.  But  there's  no  trusting  the  next 
minute.' 

'  Any  ice  near  us,  think  you  ?  ' 

'  The  boatswain's  been  a  snuffling  and  says 
he  can  hear  the  noise  of  the  beating  of  water. 
Nary  man  else  do,  though.  Them  whalemen 
are  so  clever  they  can  thread  needles  with 
their  toes.  They  can  smell  grease  in  a  field 
of  grass.' 

Here  he  began  to  munch,  and  I  let  him 
eat. 

M  2 
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I  put  on  a  thick  coat  and  went  on  deck. 
The  brig's  arrest  on  the  smoke-thickened 
water,  when  one  thought  that  if  it  would  but 
clear  and  the  sun  flood  the  south  with  the 
sparkling  splendour  of  the  South  Afric 
parallels  from  the  mastheads  of  the  brig  the 
loom  of  the  huge  dim  hill  past  the  cliff  where 
the  hull  was  lying  might  be  seen — this,  I  say, 
was  maddening.  I  never  could  have  imagined 
so  dense  a  fog  out  of  London.  It  was  thick 
as  soup,  of  a  sort  of  dirty  yellow,  as  though 
charged  with  the  soot  of  a  city  of  factories. 
The  dripping  wet  of  it  froze  as  it  gathered, 
and  our  shrouds  were  swollen  with  the  glazing, 
as  much  of  the  brig  as  could  be  seen  was 
beautiful  and  novel  with  fantasies  of  ice.  The 
topsail  clapped  in  the  blankness  overhead  like 
shells  exploding  there  :  but  you  could  not  see 
it.  That  was  the  only  noise  saving  an  occa- 
sional long  sobbing  wash  of  water  when  the 
brig  heeled  straining^from  the  yearning  send 
of  the  swell. 
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I  held  by  a  backstay,  Cliffe  standiug  beside 
me,  and  rolled  my  eyes  around  tlie  sallow 
blindness,  till  all  of  a  moment  I  heard  a  very 
faint  moan  like  the  noise  of  a  sea  running  into 
a  cave  :  it  sounded  afar,  and  yet  not  far  either, 
as  though  something  stood  between  the  cause 
of  it  and  us. 

Chffe  heard  nothing,  though  he  grimaced 
in  the  direction  I  indicated,  and  dropped  his 
head  on  his  shoulder  to  hearken. 

About  this  time  the  mate  came  up  from 
his  dinner.  I  asked  him  to  listen,  suspecting 
that  the  noise  I  had  heard  was  the  sound  of 
sea  upon  ice.  After  a  pretty  good  spell  of 
silence  the  three  of  us  listening  with  all  our 
might,  Bland  said : 

'Sometimes  if  ice  is  near  and  can't  be 
smelt  or  seen,  it  may  be  heard.  If  you  fire 
off  this  gun,'  said  he,  putting  his  hand  upon 
the  brass  piece,  '  and  ice  is  by,  it'll  answer.' 

'  Try  it,'  said  I. 

He  promptly  went  below    and    returned 
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with  the  necessary  ammunition ;  where  our 
powder  was  kept  I  never  inquired.  He  and 
Cliffe  loaded  the  gun,  the  skipper  snapping 
grimace  after  grimace  with  nervous  excite- 
ment. 

'  Are  you  all  ready  ?  '  said  I. 

Bland  said  '  Yes,'  and  then  shouted  to  the 
men  forward  to  stand  by  to  listen  for  an  echo 
and  note  its  bearings.  Tiie  forms  of  the  seamen 
loomed  in  mere  smudges  in  the  fog  as  they 
lurched  to  the  rolling  bulwarks  to  hearken. 

'  Eire  ! '  cried  I. 

The  piece  blazed  and  thundered,  lighting 
up  the  fog  like  a  volcanic  upheaval  with  a 
wild  crimson  glare  as  though  it  was  the  night 
itself  the  powder  flashed  against.  But  stun- 
ning as  the  roar  was,  it  was  not  so  deafening 
but  that  I,  for  one,  caught  an  echo  stinging 
back  through  the  thickness  on  the  starboard 
hand  like  a  slap  of  tall  becalmed  topsail 
against  a  mast. 
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'  Hear  it  ? '  shouted  a  voice  forward. 

'  We  were  answered  yonder,'  I  cried, 
pointing. 

'  Ship  ahoy ! '  at  that  instant  came  in  a 
hoarse  but  clear,  thin,  far  voice  out  of  the 
blankness  on  the  port  bow. 

'Good  God,  we  are  hailed!'  cried  Chffe. 
'  Bland,  answer.  Your  lungs  have  got  more 
carrying  power  than  mine.' 

'  Hallo  ! '  shouted  Bland,  going  to  the  side 
in  a  spring,  and  sending  his  voice  in  the 
direction  of  the  hail  in  a  deep,  roaring,  melan- 
choly note. 

'  What  ship's  that  ?  '  came  back  distinct 
but  remote,  so  wonderful  was  the  hush,  so 
burnished  the  swell.  We  made  answer,  and 
then  roared  Bland  : 

'What  ship's  that?' 

'  The  "  Helen  MacGregor  "  of  Hull,  twenty 
months  out.  What's  wrong  with  you,  that 
you're  firing  guns  P  ' 
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'  All's  right  with  us,'  bawled  Bland.  '  Any 
ice  about,  d'ye  know  ?  ' 

'  Not  used  my  eyes  since  daybreak,'  echoed 
the  far,  thin,  hoarse  voice, 

It  was  strange  to  hear  it,  to  look  into  the 
thickness  and  see  nothing,  to  know  that  a  ship 
was  there,  and  listen  to  a  man  talking  on  her ! 
But  conversation  all  that  way  off  was  not  to 
be  kept  up  long. 

After  remainiD^  twentv  minutes  on  deck 
I  felt  the  cold  so  severely  that  I  returned  to 
the  cabin.  After  I  had  been  below  about  half 
an  hour  the  brig  heeled  sharply  on  a  slant  of 
swell  without  recovery  as  before,  whence  I 
guessed  it  had  come  on  to  blow  suddenly.  In 
fact,  I  might  have  known  it  by  the  noise  of 
feet  overhead  and  the  gushing  and  hissing  of 
water  in  motion,  shouldered  off  in  foam.  I 
wrapped  myself  up  and  went  on  deck  and 
found  the  brig  lying  down  close  hauled  under 
the  canvas  she  had  been  brought-to  with  early 
in   the    morning — a   reefed    maintopsail    and 
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foresail ;  she  was  lookiDg  up  for  a  tall,  black, 
full-rigged  ship  that  was  lying  with  her  top- 
sail to  the  mast  on  the  weather  bow  as  though 
waiting  for  us. 

The  scene  of  ocean  was  wonderfully  grand 
at  this  hour  ;  it  was  not  blowing  hard,  yet 
the  wind  out  of  the  heads  otf  the  ridges  it 
made,  and  the  swell  was  rolling  now  in 
furrows  of  foam.  The  fog  was  broken  up  and 
sailing  off  in  compact  masses  with  the  wide 
white-hved  heave  of  sea  gleaming  and  glanc- 
ing through  the  foundations  of  vapour,  till 
you  looked  to  see  the  stuff  rock  as  though 
afloat.  Lanes  and  openings  stretched  in  all 
directions,  and  I  did  not  know  where  to 
direct  my  eyes  first,  so  noble,  wild,  and 
startling  was  the  picture  of  that  tall  black 
ship  showing  in  a  wide,  clear  space,  her 
canvas  waving  in  squares  of  Hght  in  the 
framino^  of  the  sallow  smother,  whilst  on  the 
starboard  quarter  hung  a  stately  incomparable 
spectacle  of  iceberg,  a  giant  mass,  the  height 
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vaster  to  the  imagination  because  the  fog 
showed  you  bits  of  it  only — in  one  place 
marble  white  cliffs  staring  through  a  passage 
of  vapour,  a  little  further  on,  a  gray  pinnacle 
piercing  the  stuff  which  streamed  off  it  like 
torn  rag.  And  now  I  could  hear,  but  faintly, 
the  noise  of  the  sea  breaking  along  its  base. 

We  had  passed  a  good  deal  of  ice  during 
the  week ;  but  tliis  was  the  place  where  the 
'  Lady  Emma  '  was  abandoned  ;  that  white 
vapour -clothed  mountain  took  a  significance 
none  other  had.  I  thought  of  it  as  ice  that 
had  been  seen  by  Marie's  own  eyes.  It  was 
as  a  revelation,  too,  of  the  savage,  forbidding, 
tremendous  scene  of  desolation  the  brig  was 
bound  to,  with  myself  in  her,  dreaming, 
hoping,  praying  to  Almighty  God  I  should 
find  my  sa^  eetheart  in  the  hull  alive. 

Many  large  white  and  grey  birds  flew  out 
of  the  vapour  into  the  openings  ;  they  glanced 
against  the  marble- like  abrupt  and  vanished. 
In  the  midst  of  a  wide  flaw  right  abeam  to 
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port,  another  tall  berg  Avas  floating.  It,  too, 
was  a  sight  of  terror  and  awful  beauty,  with 
a  look  as  of  frozen  foam  about  the  brows  of 
it  where  the  fog  was  flpng,  the  vapour 
whitening  out  to  the  shadow  of  the  ice  as 
though  moon-smitten,  whilst  low  down  on  the 
right  arched  a  piece  of  marvellous  architec- 
ture, like  a  Titanic  Gothic  doorway,  through 
which  every  swell  of  the  sea  flashed,  bursting 
into  a  terrible  fury  and  dazzling  brightness  of 
foam. 

I  looked  on  in  silence,  keeping  the  shelter 
of  the  companion,  whilst  the  brig  under  her 
little  show  of  cloths  broke  her  w^ay  to  wind- 
ward, helped  by  the  tall  black  ship  whose 
drift  was  towards  us.  After  some  waiting  we 
were  within  haihng  distance.  She  was  just 
such  another  whaler  as  the  '  Sea  Queen,'  but 
bigger  by  a  couple  of  hundred  tons,  worn  and 
weedy,  rolling  dark  decks  at  us  with  a  glimpse 
of  a  black-roofed  galley  and  smoking  chimney. 
She  was  rich  with  ice   device  :    fathoms    of 
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thick  crystal  liung  from  her  tops,  catheads, 
bowsprit  and  quarters ;  a  dull  light  sank 
down  her  glass-like  rigging  as  she  swayed.  A 
crowd  of  men  viewed  us  over  her  rail,  and  a 
man  stood  awaiting  us  beside  the  mizzen 
rigging,  an  arm  wrapping  a  backstay,  and  his 
figure  like  a  bear's  with  fur  to  his  heels. 

'What  southing  are  you  from?'  shouted 
Chffe,  who,  dwarf  as  he  was  to  the  sight,  had 
something  bugle-like  in  the  clear,  small  pene- 
trating note  of  his  throat's  delivery. 

'  Sixty-one,  sighting  Elephant  Island. 
Nothing  to  the  south'ard  of  it,'  shouted  back 
the  man  in  the  bear-like  coat. 

'  Been  off  the  South  Orkneys  ? '  cried 
Cliffe. 

'  Just  caught  a  sight  of  the  north-west 
point  of  Coronation  Island  ?  'Twas  blowing 
hard,  and  the  weather  coming  on  thick,' 
answered  the  other. 

The  two  vessels  rolled  at  a  distance  apart 
not  wider  than  a  wide    street :    each  man's 


THE    ICE  173 

voice  rang  through  the  wind  in  distinct 
syllables  spite  of  the  splashing  and  groaning 
sounds  and  the  howhng  and  whistling  aloft 
when  the  brig's  spars  sheared  to  windward  on 
the  slope  of  the  sea.  When  I  heard  the 
whaleman  speak  of  Coronation  Island,  I 
thought  my  heart  had  stopped.  I  wanted  to 
speak,  but  could  not. 

'  How  was  the  ice  ?  '  bawled  Cliffe. 

'  Plentiful  to  the  south'ard  and  westward.' 

'  How  was  the  ice  about  the  Xew  Orkneys? ' 

'  Moreii  ye'U  want  if  you're  bound  there,' 
was  the  answer. 

'  D  ye  know  that  land  ?  ' 

'  Ay '  was  the  answer  that  was  accom- 
panied by  a  significant  ironical  flourish  of  the 
arm. 

'  Where's  a  man's  chance  of  o-ettino- 
ashore  ? ' 

The  whaleman  seemed  to  address  another, 
probably  the  mate,  who  stood  a  little  distance 
from  him. 
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'  There's  some  landing-places  on  the  south 
side,'  he  presently  called.  '  There's  shelter  there 
from  the  westerly  winds.  But  you  must  see 
to  your  ship,  for  the  ice  is  plentiful  and 
dangerous.' 

'  The  wreck  lies  on  the  north  side  of  the 
island,'  I  called  to  ClifFe. 

'  Is  there  no  landingr  on  the  north  of  the 
island  ?  '  shouted  the  little  fellow. 

The  other  answered,  but  the  words  were 
lost  in  a  sudden  blast  or  squall  of  wind  which 
blew  betwixt  our  masts  in  a  shriek  hke  a 
locomotive's.  A  moment  later  I  saw  the 
skipper  of  the  whaler,  as  I  presumed  the  bear- 
coated  man  to  be,  motioning  to  his  crew  and 
heard  him,  but  faintly,  shouting  ;  thereupon 
the  ship's  topsail-yard  was  swung  :  the  man 
brandished  his  fist  in  a  farewell  to  us,  and 
whilst  we  still  lay  as  though  hove,  with  the 
weather  leech-rope  of  our  band  of  topsail 
shaking  at  every  smoking  plunge  of  the  brig's 
head,  the  ship  heeled  over,  and  gathering  way. 
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broke  the  seas  off  her  lee  bow  with  glaring 
heaps,  and  melted  into  a  swollen  smudge  in 
the  heart  of  a  body  of  vapour  when  our  crew 
were  trimming  sail  for  the  course  to  the  New 
Orkneys. 

The  rolhng  ocean,  sallow  still,  was  thick 
in  many  places  with  fog.  We  saw  now  that 
ice  lay  all  about  us.  There  was  scarce  an 
opening  in  the  vaporous  folds  that  was  not 
filled  with  a  berg  near  or  distant,  a  dull,  pale, 
motionless  mass ;  the  vast  island  that  had 
been  off  our  starboard  quarter  wdien  the  wind 
broke  up  the  thickness,  we  had  now  brought 
on  to  our  port  bow,  and  were  slowly  passing  ; 
its  loom  was  more  like  a  blue  shadow  of  land 
in  the  dull  yellow  light  of  that  Antarctic 
afternoon,  summer  as  it  was,  than  ice  :  yet  it 
was  a  vast  berg  stretching  west  and  east :  its 
westermost  point  was  nearest  and  hung  like  a 
mass  of  foreland,  wild  with  the  vapour  that 
flew  smoking  off  its  face  and  points,  and  with 
the  leap  of  the  surf  at  its  base  in  lofty  columns 
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of  foam,  whose  heads  the  wind  swept  off  in 
clonds. 

I  stood  beside  Chffe  nnder  the  shelter  of  a 
large  square  of  canvas  in  the  main  rigging  : 
oilskinned  figures  watched  on  the  forecastle ; 
we  drove  very  slowly  ;  the  running  rigging 
had  been  seen  to  and  carefully  coiled  down 
ready  for  instant  handling  should  a  sudden  cry 
from  the  forecastle  compel  a  shift  of  helm.  I 
saw  many  birds  flying  in  the  hollow  seas,  and 
turning  to  mark  the  bearings  of  a  small  berg 
which  had  come  and  gone  and  come  again  on 
the  starboard  bow,  I  observed  slowly  swing- 
ing past  about  a  half-acre  of  the  giant  kelp 
of  this  part  of  the  world,  a  huge  seaweed, 
glancing  black  in  the  whiteness  of  the 
froth,  and  hissing  like  shingle  as  the  salt  shot 
through  it. 

'  Now  that  we  are  under  way  again,'  I 
exclaimed,  '  I  am  realising  that  the  end  of  this 
cruise  is  at  hand.' 

'  Were  it  all  clear  water  and  fine  weather,' 
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answered  the  little  man,  'we  should  be  off  the 
island  by  noon  to-morrow.' 

'  What  distance  do  you  reckon  it  ? ' 

'  Eighty  miles.' 

'  That  ship  we  have  just  spoken  makes  me 
believe  the  hull  has  been  sighted  again  and 
again.' 

'  Why,  perhaps  so,'  he  answered,  '  but  not 
of  necessity.' 

'  She  was  off  the  island,  close  enough  to 
see  the  rocks.' 

'  And  who's  to  say  that  she's  not  the  first 
that's  been  off  that  land  this  six  months — close 
in  with  the  coast,  I  mean  ?  Depend  upon  it, 
Mr.  Moore,'  he  went  on  with  his  face  full  of 
earnestness  betwixt  his  grimaces,  '  you're 
doing  the  right  thing  for  your  own  peace  of 
mind,  and  in  the  cause  of  humanity.   .   .   .' 

'  Oh,  it  goes  higher  than  humanity,  man, 
higher  than  humanity,'  I  interrupted. 

'In  finding  out  for  yourself,'  he  continued, 
'  whether  the  hull's  the  wreck  of  the  "Lady 
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Emma,"  and  whether  the  captain,  and  his  wife, 
and  your  young  lady  are  still  aboard ' 

'  By  heaven,  yes,  then ! '  I  exclaimed.  '  Only 
to  think  of  her  as  being  on  board,  and  perish- 
ing there  for  the  want  of  my  coming  to  her 
help !  Whether  she's  there  or  not,  Cliffe,  it 
was  the  right  thing  to  do,  as  you  say,  and 
even  in  that  thought  I  find  a  sort  of  comfort. 
V^  duty^^  Shall  you  heave-to  when  it  comes  on  dark  ?  ' 
S^:  l^'^^^.  tj'j-j^  fQj.  shoving  on,  sir,  but  we'll  take  no 
risks.' 

'  None,  though  the  job  of  heaving  the 
land  into  view  should  fill  another  month.' 

And  still  expectation  and  excitement  so 
worked  in  me,  I  felt  ill  with  the  conflict.  I 
was  up  and  down  ceaselessly  till  the  dusk 
blackened  the  scene  out.  The  cold  drove  me 
below,  restlessness  forced  me  above  again.  It 
was  always  the  same  picture,  the  rolling  and 
plunging  figure  of  the  brig,  gleaming  with 
barbs,  and  spears,  and  motionless  pennons  of 
ice :  the  glare  of  her  band  of  topsail  dingy 
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against  the  ice  beyond  as  she  swung  it  through 
the  howling  sweep  of  wind  :  the  quick  dazzle 
of  froth  recoiling  in  thunder  from  the  thrust 
of  the  bows  :  the  large  grey  swell  coursed  by 
the  breaking  surge,  and  to  right  and  left,  and 
ahead  and  astern,  the  shadows  and  clear 
shapes  of  ice,  some  with  brows  in  the  flying 
scud,  some  table-Hke  and  flashino'  like  sunho^ht 
as  the  seas  charged  them  and  burst,  one  show- 
ing a  hatchet-like  edge  till  our  rolling  brig 
opened  it  into  a  coast  of  marble  that  vanished 
in  a  haze  of  mist  and  spray. 

Happily,  after  it  had  been  dark  about  an 
hour,  the  brio-  still  blowinsf  forward  under 
reefed  topsail  and  foresail,  whilst  I  sat  in  the 
cabin  warming  myself,  drinking  some  hot 
brandy  and  water,  but  always  with  ears 
straining  to  catch  a  cry  on  deck,  Cliffe  came 
below,  and  gave  me  the  good  news  of  a  shift 
of  wind  into  the  north-west,  witli  a  scantinor  of 
it,  and  a  plenty  of  starlight,  and  the  Southern 
Cross  looking  almost  upright. 

N  2 
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'  What  does  that  signify  ?  '  said  I. 

'  Nothing,'  he  answered  with  a  cheerful 
grimace.  '  Except,  that  as  the  Southern  Cross 
is  upright  at  midnight  on  one  day  only  in  the 
year,  the  sight  of  it  almost  on  end  now  is 
interesting.' 

'  When  is  it  actually  upright  ?  ' 

'On  March  26.' 

'  D'ye  know,  ClifFe,'  said  I,  getting  up, 
meaning;  to  take  a  look  round,  '  that  it's  com- 
forted  me  sometimes  to  think  of  that  symbol 
of  God  overhanging  these  waters.  It  should 
be  a  sight  to  freshen  a  man's  faith  in  a  time  of 
distress.' 

'  Strange  to  find  it  hung  up  down  here 
where  they're  all  heathens,'  said  Cliffe. 

'  Much  ice  ?  ' 

'  No  more  than  there  was,  sir.' 

I  went  on  deck.  The  dusk  of  the  •nisrht 
was  hard  and  clear,  and  I  observed  a  keen  blue 
in  the  trembling  gleam  of  many  of  the  stars. 
But  though  thsre  was  no  wet  in  the  air,  I  had 
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never  felt  the  cold  so  bitter  as  on  this  night. 
The  sight  of  the  nearer  of  the  ice  mountains  in 
the  gloom  under  the  hc^ht  of  the  stars  was 
marvellously  fine  and  awful ;  some  shone  with 
a  light  of  their  own  ;  it  was  the  snow  upon 
them,  I  suppose,  that  made  that  sheen.  I 
noticed,  however,  that  though  the  sea  was 
covered  with  these  faint  and  pallid  masses, 
there  was  plenty  of  sea-room  in  the  lanes  and 
highways  they  made.  A  startling  and  alarming 
part  was  the  crackling  and  crashing  noises 
which  came  from  them,  and  shortly  before  I 
was  driven  below  by  the  cold,  an  island  on  the 
port  quarter,  wan  as  a  cloud  touched  by  a 
corner  of  moon,  vanished  ;  it  may  have  shown 
in  another  shape  by  daylight  ;  it  had  overset 
and  perhaps  rose  flat  and  invisible  in  that  light. 
But  the  spectacle  was  wonderful :  it  made  a 
deep  impression  on  me.  .  Cliffe  who  saw  it  bid 
me  hsten,  and  sure  enough  after  a  little  there 
came  slanting  through  the  wind  such  a  prodi- 
gious noise  of  hissing  and  seething  that,  but 
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for  knowing  what  made  it,  you  would  have 
looked  in  its  direction  for  the  foaming  waters 
of  a  sudden  gale. 

There  was  to  be  little  rest  for  the  crew 
that  night.  ClifFe  informed  me  the  men  had 
been  told  that  all  hands  would  have  to  stand 
by  throughout  the  dark  hours,  ready  to  jump 
to  the  first  call  if  the  brig  was  to  remain  a  brig. 
A  seaman  was  stationed  on  each  bow  :  a  third 
aloft  on  the  foreyard  :  the  mate  and  the  boat- 
swain were  to  relieve  each  other  every  two 
hours  in  keeping  a  look-out  on  the  forecastle. 
A  man  was  stationed  aft  ready  in  a  breath  to 
help  at  the  helm.  The  galley  fire  was  kept 
burning  all  night,  and  hot  coffee,  and  at  longer 
intervals  small  drams  of  rum,  were  served  out 
to  the  crew. 

The  chief  peril  lay  in  the  smaller  blocks  of 
ice  floating  on  the  water  ;  they  were  hard  to 
see  before  they  were  dangerously  close  to  ; 
and  yet,  comparatively  small  as  they  were, 
any  one  of  them  was  big  enough  to  knock  a 
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hole  in  the  brig's  bottom,  and  founder  her  out 
of  hand. 

Eight  through  the  night  we  held  on.  At 
first  the  cries  of  '  Ice  ahead,'  '  Ice  on  the  port 
bow,'  '  Starboard  your  helm,'  and  the  like, 
alarmed  me  ;  but  I  presently  got  used  to  them, 
nor  indeed  were  they  so  frequent  as  to  be 
terrifying;  once  only,  that  is,  in  my  hearing, 
was  a  cry  raised  as  for  life  or  death  in  a  sudden 
passion  or  panic  ;  then  it  was  an  immense  flat 
ragged-edged  piece  of  ice  under  the  bow  ;  a 
swift  turn  of  the  helm  sent  the  brig  clear, 
giving  us  a  sight  of  the  stuff  alongside,  and  the 
brave  little  ship  ploughed  her  way  onwards. 

Happily,  it  was  midsummer,  and  the  night 
comparatively  short.  The  dawn  was  fair  and 
rosy,  and  the  sun  rose  upon  a  dark  blue  sea, 
frothing  far  as  the  e3"e  could  pierce,  and  mag- 
nificent with  ice.  I  cannot  express  the  gor- 
geous scene  of  colour  that  sunrise  called  into 
being.  In  all  directions  the  ice  lay  in  a  hundred 
shapes,    some    of  the   islands    sparkling   like 
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prisms ;  I  beheld  floating  cities  of  porcelain, 
enormous  shapes  in  alabaster,  figures  of  marble, 
monstrous  and  grotesque  as  those  huge  forms 
of  rock  which  stand  in  a  congregation  of  Titans 
at  the  base  of  some  of  the  precipitous  heights 
of  Table  Bay. 

But  though  there  was  plenty  of  ice  in  the 
south,  there  was  an  abundance  of  room  too  for 
our  passage ;  the  mate  came  down  from  the 
fore  royal  yard  with  a  telescope  slung  on  his 
back  and  said  he  saw  no  barrier ;  he  thought, 
but  would  not  then  swear,  he  could  make  out 
a  faint  shadow  of  land.  If  he  was  right,  then 
the  mountain  that  centres  Coronation  Island 
was  in  sight !  The  breeze  was  fresh  out  of  the 
north-west,  with  a  high  following  sea,  and  soon 
after  the  sun  was  risen  and  ClifFe  had  taken  a 
long  look  round,  he  ordered  sail  to  be  made. 
The  foretopsail  was  loosed,  reefs  shaken  out, 
and  cloths  piled  upon  the  little  vessel  to  the 
topgallant  yards  ;  then^  like  something  alive 
and  released,  the  little  ship  fled  southwards. 
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COKOXATIOX    ISLAND 

But  it  was  not  till  next  day  that  we  had  the 
land  in  view,  and  then  it  was  ten  o'clock  on 
February  morning,  making  it  a  few  days 
above  a  month  since  we  had  sailed  out  of 
Table  Bay.  As  on  the  previous  day,  so  on 
this,  the  sun  shone  brightly,  with  even  some 
comfort  of  warmth  in  its  light.  Many  great 
clouds  of  a  milk-white  softness  were  sailing  into 
the  east ;  tlie  wind  was  fresh  out  of  the  west, 
but  though  the  sea  ran  briskly,  with  a  shrewd 
vapour  of  salt  in  the  shrill  fling  of  the  froth- 
ing curls,  it  was  not  a  hollow  sea  ;  it  rolled 
the  brig  in  stately  measures,  but  she  was  now 
under  small  sail,  the  ice  being  very  plentiful 
and  the  sea  crowded  with  bergs  of  all  sizes, 
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whilst  riglit  ahead  were  tall  cliffs  of  ice  backed 
by  a  blue  shadow  of  mountain  rising  into  a 
silver  faintness  where  the  eternal  snows  upon 
it  sparkled  and  died  out  from  the  sight  in  the 
deep  blue. 

I  was  beside  myself  with  excitement  and 
wretched  with  distress  of  expectation,  dread, 
and  hope.  That  height  of  white  chff  right 
ahead,  broken  in  the  foreground  by  pale 
floating  islands,  its  face  discoloured  in  places 
as  though  the  ice  that  masked  the  rock  had 
broken  from  the  black  and  savage  rampart, 
was  Coronation  Island,  and  on  the  port  bow, 
looming  distant  but  immense,  were  the  moun- 
tains of  Laurie  Island. 

.Our  anchors  were  at  the  cathead,  ready 
for  letting  go  in  case  of  sudden  need  ;  the 
men  liung  about  on  the  look-out  for  ice,  ready 
in  an  instant  to  trim  sail.  We  were  sailing 
towards  the  island  through  an  avenue  of 
bergs  :  clear  water  sparkled  from  the  thrust 
of  our  stem  to  the  verv  wash  of  the   distant 
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surf,  with  no  other  obstructions  than  here 
and  there  a  himp  of  the  crystal  stuff  hfting 
sullenly  with  the  swell,  flashing  gloriously, 
and  so  proclaiming  itself  to  the  sight  when 
the  sunbeam  smote  the  foam  that  poured  off 
it. 

A  chart  of  the  islands  lay  upon  the  sky- 
light, and  every  few  minutes  I  would  be 
dropping  the  telescope  to  look  at  the  chart, 
to  gather  from  the  tracing  the  point  of  coast 
we  were  heading  for.  The  whaleman  had 
said  that  the  wreck  lay  on  a  ledge  in  Palmer's 
Bay,  and  Cliffe  and  I  were  agreed  that  that 
large  indent  was  between  the  two  towering 
shadows,  to  the  right  of  the  taller  peak  that 
soared  a  thousand  feet  higher  than  Table 
Mountain. 

The  icebergs  obstructed  the  view.  The 
line  of  coast  was  studded  with  them  :  yet 
every  moment  I  was  sinking  my  sight  through 
the  lenses  into  each  opening  betwixt  the 
bergs.     The  brig's  progress  under  her   small 
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canvas  was  about  four  knots  and  a  half ;  I'd 
glanced  for  a  moment  at  some  stately  frozen 
pile  majestically  rocking  and  slowly  veering 
by,  then  put  my  eye  to  the  glass  afresh.  My 
very  soul  was  now  loathing  the  sight  of  the 
ice.  The  largest  of  the  islands  was  no  longer 
an  object  of  splendour  and  sublimity,  but  of 
horror  and  heart-weariness,  charged  witli  a 
spirit  of  desolation  that  subdued  me  to  a  sort 
of  numbness  of  mind  if  I  looked  long  :  it 
seemed  to  stonefy  the  very  principle  of  life 
in  me,  as  tlioucrh  there  was  a  horrid  mao^ic  in 
its  bald  white  stare  to  look  a  man  into  crazi- 
ness,  and  emptiness,  and  into  its  own  frozen 
lifelessness. 

But  now,  as  we  approached,  the  features 
of  the  land  began  to  steal  out  into  a  brilliant 
keenness  wherever  there  was  space  for  tliem 
to  show  betwixt  the  floating  ice,  and  on  a 
sudden,  whilst  1  was  looking  through  the 
glass,  the  motion  of  the  brig  slided  a  sea- 
borne hill   away  to  the  left,  and  exposed  a 
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front  of  cliff  that  lay  witli  a  shadow  upon  it 
as  though  it  was  a  sort  of  ravine,  at  the  foot 
of  which,  though  I  instantly  guessed  it  would 
lift  to  some  height  above  the  sea  as  we  got 
nearer,  lay  a  black  speck.  I  looked  again, 
and  cried  out  wild  with  excitement : 

'  Cliffe,  I  have  the  hull !   I  have  the  hull ! ' 

The  little  man  came  headlong  to  my  side, 
and  put  his  grimacing  face  to  the  telescope. 

'  Yes  !  I  see  it,  I  have  it ! '  he  shouted. 
'  Just  as  reported — high  above  the  wash — 
fair  in  the  heart  of  the  Bay.  It'll  be  all  plain 
sailing  now.  Lor,  but  there  ought  to  be  no 
difficulty  in  boarding  her.' 

He  returned  the  glass  to  me  :  I  levelled  it 
afresh  at  the  instant  that  the  corner  of  a  big 
heap  of  berg  floated  right  into  the  field  of 
vision. 

It  needed  another  hour  of  careful  sailing 
to  expose  the  hull  anew :  then  through  the 
glass  I  saw  her  clearly.  She  lay,  a  large 
black  hulk  of  ship,  upon   a  projection  of  ice 
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that  was  at  least  thirty  feet  above  the  sea.  I 
made  out  her  bowsprit,  and  the  stump  of  her 
foremast.  The  cHfFs  soared  sheer  and  abrupt 
at  the  back  of  her  to  a  great  height.  Even 
at  that  distance  it  was  not  hard  to  guess  that, 
after  having  stranded,  she  had  been  hfted  by 
some  earthquake  dislocation  of  ice  into  the 
posture  she  rested  in.  Suppose  the  sea  clear, 
she  must  have  been  visible  to  passing  ships  for 
leagues. 

The  seamen  were  congregated  in  the  bows, 
leaning  over  the  rail,  Bodkin  amongst  them 
pointing  eagerly.  The  mate  roared  to  them 
to  keep  a  bright  look-out,  they  then  scattered, 
but  the  sight  of  that  wreck  hadbrouglit  them 
heedlessly  together  as  one  man.  ClifFe's  glass 
was  not  a  powerful  one,  yet  the  hull  in  the 
lens  lay  within  lialf  a  mile,  and  I  saw  her 
plainly.  She  had  her  head  towards  the  cliffs, 
and  sat  very  nearly  upon  a  level  keel.  A 
great  portion  of  her  starboard  bulwarks  were 
gone.    She  was  a  mass  of  ice  under  her  stern  : 
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looked  to  be  fixed  there  to  lier  bed  of  white 
pillars.  The  suu  shot  sparkles  into  her  as  we 
advanced,  and  still  she  showed  black,  as 
though  the  ice  that  coated  her  was  as  glass, 
Nothing  moved  :  I  strained  my  vision  till 
mv  brain  reeled  and  the  object  swung  in 
the  glass  and  was  eclipsed  :  ClilFe  looked, 
he  saw  no  smoke  nor  signs  of  life  any  more 
than  I. 

'  If  there's  anyone  alive  aboard  her,'  said 
]ie,  '  now's  our  time  for  letting  them  know 
we're  here.' 

'  Right,'  I  answered,  speaking  with  my 
teeth  almost  set  ; '  do  what  you  will,  CUffe  ;  do 
what  is  for  the  best.' 

He  called  to  Bland  and  a  man,  and  they 
fetched  a  number  of  blank  charges  for  the 
cannon.  The  little  skipper  left  the  gun  to 
the  mate's  handling,  himself  taking  charge  of 
the  brig,  which  needed  exquisite  watching  and 
management,  so  crowded  was  the  water  here 
with  loose  ice. 
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'  Let  %  fast  as  you  can  load,  Mr.  Bland,' 
said  the  captain  ;  '  fire  six  rounds.' 

As  he  spoke  came  a  cry  from  the  fore- 
castle :  '  Lie  close  under  the  port  bow,  sir  ! ' 

Thus  was  it,  thus  had  it  been,  saving  that 
now  the  pack  stuff  had  thickened  perilously. 

The  gun  was  tired ;  it  made  a  noble 
thunder,  and  roared  in  dying  echoes  from  near 
ice  crag  to  ice  crag.  Again  it  was  fired,  yet 
again ;  all  this  while  the  brig  was  rolHng 
forwards  with  her  helm  going  up  and  down 
to  the  cries  from  the  forecastle  and  to  the 
gestures  of  the  little  captain. 

I  stood  at  a  backstay  with  a  levelled  glass 
steadied  against  it,  and  in  the  moment  of  the 
third  explosion  I  saw  smoke  rise  feathering 
from  the  deck  of  the  hull ;  still  watching,  my 
breath  so  tliick  and  difficult  it  was  as  thougli 
a  hand  was  upon  my  throat,  I  marked  that 
the  smoke  thickened  ;  but  I  could  not  see  the 
red  of  the  flame,  nor  the  figure  of  the  person 
feeding  it.     I  daresay  I  was  as  white  as  any 
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corpse  when  I  stepped  over  to  tlie  captain 
and,  putting  the  glass  into  his  hand,  said  : 
'  There  is  life  there.' 

'  There's  smoke  arising  from  that  wreck,' 
shouted  someone  forward. 

'  We're  here  for  some  purpose,  then,  any- 
way,' cried  Cliffe  with  a  small  oath,  letting  fall 
the  glass  to  his  side  with  the  most  extravagant 
grimace  I  had  ever  beheld  in  him. 

One  saw  the  smoke  easily  now  with  the 
naked  eye  ;  it  rose  black  against  the  white- 
ness past  it,  curled  featherwise,  and  blew 
scattering  against  the  face  of  the  chff.  I 
levelled  the  glass  again  and  saw  the  figure  of 
a  man  walking  toward  the  stump  of  the  fore- 
mast ;  I  watched  him  ;  in  a  few  moments  a 
square  of  colour  rose  to  the  summit  of  the 
mutilated  spar,  where  it  blew  steadily  ;  it  was 
a  large  Enghsh  ensign.  Jack  down. 

Bland  let  fly  a  fourth  gun. 

'  Stop  it ! '  roared  Cliffe,  '  we  are  seen  ! 
Hoist  the  ensign  and  dip  it  thrice.' 

VOL.  m.  o 
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The  colour  soared  to  the  trysail  gaff  end ; 
it  blew  out  larore  on  the  bisfht  of  the  halliards 
when  it  was  dipped,  and  was  easily  within  the 
observation  of  the  man  on  the  hull.  When  I 
looked  through  the  glass  once  more  I  saw  a 
second  figure  ;  it  was  upon  the  hull's  quarter, 
where  the  rail  or  bulwarks  rose  to  a  heig^ht 
that  hindered  me  from  perceiving  how  it  was 
clad.  I  asked  Cliffe  to  look  ;  he  steadied  the 
glass,  and  answered  with  a  snap  of  his  wliole 
face,  and  a  voice  high-pitched  with  delight  : 

'  As  God's  my  hope,  Mr.  Moore,  it's  a 
woman ! ' 

The  glass  so  shook  in  my  hands  that  I 
could  not  use  it ;  I  took  a  few  turns,  then 
looked  again.  The  figure  watched  us  from 
the  same  place,  but  I  could  not  tell  whether  it 
was  a  man  or  a  woman.  If  it  was  a  woman, 
then  it  might  be  Mrs.  Burke.  I  wanted  three 
figures  to  make  sure  of  Marie  ;  I  saw  but  two  ; 
where  was  the  third  ? 

I  strained  my  sight  at  the  telescope  with  a 
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heart  of  fever,  half  strangled  by  conflicting 
passions. 

The  figure  that  had  hoisted  the  colour 
went  to  the  side  of  the  other,  and  they  both 
stood  watching,  nothing  visible  of  them  above 
their  waists.  It  was  blowing  a  fresh  breeze, 
and  before  this  time  Chffe  had  taken  in  certain 
canvas ;  I  think  the  brig  was  under  topsails 
only,  the  foresail  hauled  up  and  hanging  in  its 
gear ;  the  vessel  drove  slowly  with  an  oc- 
casional crackling  noise  of  ice  along  her  sides 
when  she  sheared  throucrh  some  thin  sludg^e 
stuff  you  could  not  see  till  you  were  in  it  ; 
fortunately  the  drift  ice  that  had  threatened  a 
thick  surface  just  now  had  loosened  here  and 
tossed  scattered  ;  as  we  advanced  moreover, 
we  found  that  the  icebergs  which  had  looked 
to  sit  close  in  with  the  coast  rode  with  a  good 
offing  ;  the  sea  was  covered  with  these  float- 
ing islands  ofi'  that  part  of  the  island  marked 
Foul  Point ;  the  eastern  horizon  was  also  like 
a  terrace  of  ice,   but  the  face  of  the  clifl^s 
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from  Foul  Point  down  to  where  the  land 
rounded  into  Lew th wait e  Strait  was  fairly 
open. 

All  this  while  the  sun  shone  brightly  and 
with  warmth.  The  sea  streamed  in  a  glorious 
dye  of  violet ;  we  rolled  slowly  onwards  till 
we  were  within  about  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  of  the  coast  and  rioht  abreast  of  the 
wreck.  The  helm  was  then  put  down  ;  the 
main  topsail  laid  aback  ;  the  gun  again  fired, 
and  the  ensign  dipped.  It  was  now  about 
noon. 

By  this  time  I  had  made  out  that  one  of 
the  figures  was  a  woman  ;  I  saw  but  two  per- 
sons.  Who  the  woman  was  I  could  not  tell, 
fierce  as  had  been  the  struggle  of  my  vision 
to  resolve  the  glimmer  of  her  'face  into  linea- 
ments. 

When  the  brio;  had  been  brousrht  to  a 
stand,  Clifie  called  a  council.  We  had  ample 
sea  room.  The  nearest  floating  ice  lay  about 
a    quarter    of    a   mile    distant    on    the    port 
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quarter  ;  the  smaller  blocks  were  not  nume- 
rous, nor  was  there  weight  of  sea  to  make 
them  dangerous.  All  along  the  base  of  the 
ice-clad  ships  the  water  was  pouring  in  a 
thunder  of  boiling  surf ;  it  was  not  the 
breakers  but  the  great  breathing  swell  of  this 
mighty  ocean  which  worked  all  that  noise  and 
fury  along  the  chffs'  foot.  The  white  brine 
sometimes  shot  twenty  feet  high,  though  it 
blew  but  a  moderate  fresh  breeze,  and  the 
surge  ran  small. 

Chffe,  myself,  Bland,  and  the  boatswain 
Bodkin  came  together  at  the  companion  hatch 
to  consider.  We  had  swept  with  the  glass 
the  line  of  coast  from  the  beach  under  the 
hull  to  as  far  as  we  could  see  on  the  ricrht, 
and  beheld  nothing  but  lofty  coils  of  frothing 
combers  raging  in  surf ;  there  was  no  chance 
for  a  boat  anywhere  that  way.  The  left  pre- 
sented a  like  scene,  saving  that  there  was  a 
point  in  Palmer's  Bay  that,  cruising  eastwards, 
shut  out  the  view  of  perhaps  a  quarter  of  a 
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mile  of  the  water  it  enclosed.  Upon  that 
point  our  eyes  were  fastened. 

'  We  must  lower  a  boat,'  said  Cliffe,  '  and 
find  out  how  the  land  lies  past  that  arm  of 
land.' 

*  It's  the  only  sheltered  bit  along  the 
whole  boiling,  I  allow,'  said  Bland. 

Bodkin,  putting  down  the  telescope,  ex- 
claimed : 

'  She  lies  about  forty  feet  high  above  the 
wash.  The  ice  is  broke  and  irregular  from 
the  water  to  where  she  sits,  and  I  reckon  a 
man  might  walk  upon  it  if  there's  a  landing- 
place  round  the  point.  But  I  won't  swear  to 
it  till  I'm  close  in.  Ice  is  deceitful  stuff. 
Capt'n,  there'll  be  nothen  to  say  till  we've 
taken  a  look  round.  'Tis  certain  there's  to  be 
no  getting  at  the  hull  from  the  bottom  of  the 
height  she  rests  on,  even  if  the  boat  could 
land  there.' 

'  Then  lower  away,  Mr.  Bland,  as  quickly 
as  possible,  and  be  off  and  back  with  a  report, 
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that  we  may  make  up  our  minds  what  to  do 
before  it  falls  dark.' 

Whilst  some  hands  were  getting  one  of 
the  whale-boats  over,  otliers  were  busy  Avith 
the  deep-sea  lead  :  but  we  were  away,  pulhng 
for  the  shore,  before  they  sounded.  I  went 
in  the  boat,  taking  the  telescope  with  me. 
She  was  a  five-oared  boat ;  Bodkin  pulled 
stroke  ;  one  of  our  smartest  seamen  was  in 
the  bows.  The  fellows  bent  their  backs,  and 
the  buoyant  little  craft,  swift  of  model  with 
the  whale-hunter's  lines,  flashed  over  the  blue 
ridges  ;  often  I  sought  to  bring  the  glass  to 
bear  upon  the  two  figures  watching  us  ;  to  no 
purpose.  The  mate  would  not  let  me  stand 
up,  and  I  put  down  the  telescope  in  despair. 

'  That  vessel,'  said  the  mate,  '  never 
berthed  herself  Hke  that.  She's  been  chucked 
right  up  by  the  ice,  and  'twas  sudden  too,  bet 
yer  heart.  Bodkin.' 

The  picture  grew  amazing  as  we  ad- 
vanced.    The  cliiTs  behind  the  hull   rose  to 
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about  two  liundrecl  feet ;  I  call  them  cliffs, 
they  were  a  solid,  precipitous,  rugged  face  of 
ice,  how  deeply  sheathing  the  black  rock  of 
the  island  no  roan  could  tell :  the  whole 
stretch  of  land  resembled  a  gigantic  iceberg. 
The  hull  lay  upon  a  huge  block,  the  top 
about  forty  feet  high  ;  it  projected  in  a  wide 
ledge,  then  fell  sheer.  You  might  know  it 
had  been  snapped  from  some  parent  monster 
by  the  smooth  side  it  showed  to  the  sea,  so 
clean  cut  to  the  eye,  it  might  have  been  done 
by  the  chisel  and  hammer  of  a  giant  big  as 
the  blue  shadow  of  mountains  beyond. 

My  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  wreck,  and 
on  the  figures  standing  at  her  bulwark  rail. 
Now  again  I  tried  to  bring  the  telescope  to 
bear :  the  jumping  of  the  boat  made  the 
effort  useless.  All  in  a  minute  one  of  the 
figures  sprang  on  to  the  bulwark  ;  flourished 
his  arms,  and  then  motioned  frantically  to- 
wards the  part  of  the  bay  concealed  by  the 
curve  of  the  ice. 
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'  Hail  him,  in  GocVs  name  ! '  I  cried.  '  Try 
him  with  your  voice,  Mr.  Bland.' 

The  mate  stood  up  and  roared,  the  full 
volume  of  his  lungs  trumpeting  into  the 
inshore  wind  like  a  soldier's  call,  the  sweep 
and  lift  of  the  whale-boat  to  the  summit  of  a 
large  swell  helping. 

'  How  many  are  there  of  you  ?  ' 

'  Two,'  came  back  the  answer,  dull  through 
the  roar  of  the  surf  but  distinguishable. 

'  Who  is  the  other  ?  ' 

The  men  were  now  resting  on  their  oars, 
the  boat  sinking  and  lifting  in  the  sea  that 
was  great  and  hollow  for  so  small  a  fabric  ; 
we  were  within  a  pistol-shot  of  the  base  of 
the  cliff  on  which  the  hull  sat,  but  so  high 
perched  was  the  craft,  so  bewrapped  the  two 
people,  I  could  not  make  out  their  faces. 
The  man  held  up  his  hand  as  though  he  had 
not  heard. 

The  mate  roared  again,  '  Who  is  the 
other  ? ' 
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•  A  young  lady.' 

'  Is  it  Miss  Otway  ?  ' 

He  brandished  an  assent,  and  his  figure 
stiffened  in  a  posture  of  amazement. 

'  Is  that  her  alongside  of  you  ?  ' 

Again  the  figure  flourished  an  affirma- 
tive. 

•  Then  here's  Mr.  Moore  come  to  take  her 
home,'  thundered  the  mate. 

When  he  said  tJiat^  Marie — for  it  was  she — 
leaned  forward :  she  was  motionless  whilst 
you  might  have  counted  twenty ;  she  then 
stretched  out  her  arms.  I  pulled  ofi"  my  hat 
and  flourished  it,  that  she  might  know  me 
among  the  crowd  we  made  in  that  boat,  then 
lifted  up  my  hands  to  her.  But  even  had  my 
voice  possessed  Bland's  carrying  power  I 
could  not  have  called.  There,  high  above, 
upon  the  rail  of  the  wreck,  flanked  by  tower- 
ing walls  of  ice,  stood,  with  arms  outstretched 
in  appeal  to  me,  the  figure  of  my  beloved.  I 
had  thought  to  find  her  dead — she  was  there  ; 
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I  had  thought  to  find  her  lying  in  an  African 
grave — and  there,  on  that  high-poised  wreck 
she  stood  in  silent  appeal.  For  weeks  and 
weeks  I  had  been  mourning  for  her,  asking  of 
God  that  I  might  behold  her,  seeing  her  in 
my  dreams,  a  frozen  corpse  upon  the  deck 
of  that  hull  there :  and  now  she  stood  up 
yonder,  alive,  full  in  sight. 

The  boiling  of  the  surf  ran  a  maddening 
noise  of  thunder  round  the  bay.  But  one  saw 
what  the  man,  whoever  he  might  be,  had 
frantically  pointed  to.  The  water  was  smooth 
from  the  end  of  the  point  to  away  round  for 
some  hundreds  of  paces.  The  sea  could  not 
get  at  tlie  frozen  beach  there  :  it  flashed  at 
the  point,  and  recoiled  in  clouds. 

'  Put  me  ashore,'  I  exclaimed, '  I  can  climb 
those  crags.  Look  how  they  wind  to  the 
ledge  :  Bodkin  will  help  me.  I  must  go  on 
board  that  wreck.' 

'  Sit  down,  I  beg,  sir,'  exclaimed  the  mate, 
catching  me  by  the  arm  as   I  toppled  half- 
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delirious.  '  Tumbling  overboard's  an  easy 
job.  Your  eyes  deceive  you  ;  you  could  no 
more  climb  those  rocks  tlian  jump  ashore  from 
where  you  sit.     What  d'ye  say,  Bodkin  ? ' 

The  man  had  already  and  quickly  made 
up  his  mind.  He  glanced  at  the  fall  of  crags 
of  headlong  abruptness  in  places,  huge  and 
nodding,  yet  so  blending  in  their  whiteness 
with  the  whiteness  they  stood  out  on  as  to 
cheat  the  unpractised  eye  with  an  appearance 
of  easy  road-way,  and  answered  firmly, 
'  There's  no  mortal  legs  and  arms  as  is  a- 
going  to  carry  a  man  to  the  wreck  by  them 
rocks.' 

'  Why  did  the  man  motion  to  that  landing- 
place  ? '  I  said. 

The  mate  turned  his  sheep-eyed  face  round 
the  bay,  and  answered,  '  He  didn't  know  who 
we  were.  He  was  afraid  that  boiling,'  said 
he,  pointing  to  the  surf,  'would  drive  us 
away.' 

'  How   is  the   wreck   to    be    entered  ?  '  I 
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asked,  looking  up  and  waving  my  hat,  and 
then  again  stretching  forth  my  arms. 

'  It's  a  sailor's  job.  Have  no  fear.  We'll 
get  'em  out  of  that,'  answered  the  mate,  and 
standing  up  he  hailed  the  man.  The  other 
flourished  his  arm.  '  We're  here  to  take  you 
off,'  bellowed  Bland,  '  and  we'll  do  it.  Don't 
take  any  notice  of  our  leaving  you.  It  won't 
be  for  long.     D  ye  hear  me  ? ' 

'  Ay,  ay  !  '  came  the  answer,  feebly 
throucfh  the  ceaseless  thunder. 

It  tore  my  heart  to  look  up  at  the  wreck, 
as  we  pulled  away,  and  see  Marie  there, 
sundered  from  me  by  that  curse  of  roaring 
foam,  inaccessible,  to  be  come  at  only  by 
patience,  naval  skill,  efforts  which  might  have 
to  be  again  and  again  repeated,  always 
perilous.  I  cannot  express  how  marvellously 
strange  this  ice-ramparted  bay  looked,  with 
that  wreck  cradled  on  high,  like  a  huge 
model  in  glass,  tinted  black,  smoke  lifting  still 
cloudily  from  her  deck,  and  the  red  inverted 
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flag  streaming  like  a  square  of  fire  against 
the  marble  white  beyond.  Many  large  pieces 
of  ice  floated  in  this  sweep  of  water  :  but  they 
showed  plain,  and  the  boat  went  securely. 
One  piece  was  almost  a  berg  :  a  miniature 
island.  Here  and  there  the  sea  broke  over  it. 
It  was  almost  in  the  middle  of  the  bay,  and 
exactly  abreast  of  the  wreck.  I  observed 
that  Mr.  Bland  ran  his  eye  curiously  over  it 
as  we  pulled  past. 

Who  was  the  man  on  the  hull  that  had 
answered  us  ?  He  was  not  Captain  Burke. 
My  sight  had  not  distinguished  his  face,  yet  I 
should  have  known  him  by  his  voice  had  he 
been  Burke.  Three  had  been  left,  so  Wall 
the  boatswain  reported :  Burke  and  his  wife, 
and  Miss  Otway ;  I  saw  but  two.  The  man 
had  said  there  were  two  only :  one  was  Marie  : 
where  were  the  others,  and  who  was  tliat 
stranger  ? 

We  arrived  alongside  the  brig,  and  with 
little  difficulty  I  got  aboard.     The  pull  had 
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occupied  so  short  a  while  there  had  been 
scarce  time  to  talk :  but  in  any  case  the 
hurry  and  wildness  of  my  spirits,  my  deep 
agitation,  amazement  and  dehght,  mingled 
with  dark  wonder  and  jealous  alarm,  must 
have  held  me  mute. 

CHffe  impatiently  awaited  us  :  Bland  and 
Bodkin  came  on  board,  leaving  the  men  in 
the  boat.     Bland  immediately  said  : 

'  We  must  get  them  out  with  a  cradle. 
There's  no  other  way.' 

'No  landing,  then,  round  that  point 
there  ?  '  said  CHffe. 

'  Ay,  sir,  but  the  rocks  are  not  to  be 
chmbed  by  anything  wanting  hoofs  and 
horns.' 

'  Who  are  they  ?  ' 

'  One's  the  young  lady,'  said  the  mate. 

Cliffe  spun  round  and  stretched  his  hand 
to  me. 

'  I  do  congratulate  you,'  he  cried, 
convulsingf   his    countenance.     '  It's    a    noble 
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errand  nobly  rounded  off.  Hurrah ! '  and  in 
a  sudden  ecstasy  lie  pulled  off  his  hat  and 
whirled  it  three  or  four  times  over  his  head. 
He  then  cried,  'But  two  only?  The  third 
ain't  dead,  I  hope  ? ' 

'  Captain  Burke  and  his.  wife  are  not 
there,'  said  I. 

He  grimaced  at  me,  and  said,  '  Who's  the 
man,  then  ?  But  asking  questions  won't  get 
them  out  of  it.     What  d'ye  propose  ?  ' 

As  he  spoke  he  whipped  out  liis  Avatch  : 
as  it  lay  in  his  hand  I  saw  the  hour ;  the  time 
was  two,  we  had  therefore  a  long  afternoon  of 
daylight  before  us. 

'  We  must  take  the  mortar  in  the  boat 
and  communicate  with  it,'  answered  Bland. 
'  There's  a  big  piece  of  ice  to  anchor  the  boat 
to,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  lump  I  had  observed 
him  look  at.     '  We  shall  want  a  cradle.' 

'  A  cask  '11  answer,'  said  Cliffe. 

'  Better  have  both  boats  in  the  water,'  said 
Bland. 
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They  exchanged  further  remarks  to  this 
effect,  but  I  was  no  sailor  and  could  not  follow 
them.  No  time,  however,  was  lost.  In  less 
than  half-an-hour  both  boats  were  alongside, 
rising  and  falling  singly  under  the  lee  of  the 
brig.  In  one  boat  was  the  mortar,  with  a 
complete  apparatus  of  gear  and  cradle  for 
connection  with  the  wreck.  The  cradle  con- 
sisted of  a  large  cask  cleverly  slung,  and  so 
contrived  as  to  slide  along  a  line  when  the 
rope  attached  to  it  was  pulled.  We  were 
nobly  favoured  by  the  weather.  The  send  of 
the  swell  was  as  steady  as  the  tick  of  a  clock  : 
the  seas  ran  short  and  small,  with  a  rich  sunny 
feathering  of  foam  that  made  a  wonder  of  the 
ice,  so  tropic  was  it  with  the  blue  overhead 
where  floated  a  few  lanze  white  clouds  of  a 
coppery  effulgence  of  swollen  breast. 

We  got  away  by  a  quarter  to  three,  one 
boat  in  tow  of  the  other  ;  the  wind  and  seas 
helped  us,  and  we  quickly  entered  the  bay. 
We  were  of  the  same  number  as  before,  and 

VOL.  III.  p 
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the  same  people.  We  drove  witli  lifted  oars 
to  the  former  talking  place,  and  Bland  hailed 
the  man,  and,  with  his  loudest  roar,  told  him 
we  were  going  to  fire  the  end  of  a  line  to  the 
wreck  and  send  him  a  tackle  by  it  for  a  cradle. 
Did  he  understand  ? 

The  man  responded  with  a  peculiar  flourish 
of  his  arm,  and  Bland  instantly  said  to  me,  '  He 
is  a  sailor.' 

I  had  no  eyes  save  for  Marie.  She  had 
showed  on  a  sudden  at  the  rail  on  the  quarter 
as  we  entered  the  bay,  and  stood  as  still  as  a 
statue  watching  us.  Before  Bland  hailed  I 
kissed  my  hand  and  flourished  my  hat  to  her, 
and  extended  my  arms  ;  and  she  then  stretched 
her  hands,  lifting  them  immediately  after- 
wards. 

The  surf  held  us  several  hundreds  of  feet 
away  from  the  beach  :  the  hull  stood  about 
forty  feet  above ;  no  cry  I  was  capable  of 
could  have  reached  her  through  the  noise  of 
the  trembling  combers  ;  but  the  wind,  how- 
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ever,  was  brilliant,  and  Marie's  form  stood 
clear  cut  against  the  white  background ; 
nevertheless,  I  could  not  distinguish  her 
features. 

The  boat,  with  the  other  in  tow,  now  pulled 
for  the  lee  of  the  large  mass  of  ice  that  lay- 
floating  abreast  of  the  wreck.  The  water 
swung  foamless  and  quiet  under  the  shelter  of 
this  block.  A  couple  of  men  jumped  out,  and 
between  them  carried  an  anchor  to  some  near 
crevice,  in  which  they  half  sank  it.  Thus  were 
the  boats  solidly  secured. 

The  mortar  was  then  loaded  :  I  saw  the 
man  on  the  wreck  turn  as  though  addressing 
Marie,  who  immediately  withdrew  and  dis- 
appeared. When  all  was  ready.  Bland  with 
many  wild  gestures  and  flourishes  signalled  to 
the  man  to  stand  by.  Our  seamen  were  deeply 
interested  and  greatly  excited,  particularly 
Bodkin,  who  had  the  handling  of  the  mortar. 

'  Fire  ! '  roared  Bland. 

The  uncouth  piece  exploded  in  flame  and 

p  2 
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smoke.  Coil  after  coil  of  the  heap  of  small 
stuff  of  the  thickness  of  lead-line  standing 
beside  it  flew  off  into  the  air. 
'  He  has  it ! '  bawled  a  man. 
'  Pay  out  now,  pay  out ! '  cried  Bland. 
'Light  out  handsomely,  my  lads.  It  may 
come  as  too  much  dead  weight  for  one  man, 
which'll  be  a  bad  job  if  winch  is  froze.' 

'It's  for  his  life,  and  that's  a  three-man- 
power, aye,  though  yare  should  be  just  out  of 
horspital  too,'  exclaimed  a  seaman. 

'  Pay  out.  Ease  him  all  you  can,  lads,' 
shouted  the  mate. 

The  man  had  got  hold  of  the  end  of  the 
line,  and  was  dragging  it  inboard  hand  over 
hand,  bringing  to  him  as  he  hauled  the  end  of 
a  stout  rope,  to  which  a  little  block  was 
attached  with  a  hue  rove  through  it.  This 
was  the  gear  the  mate  was  calling  upon  the 
seamen  to  pay  out  handsomely.  He  was  but 
one  man  to  three,  and  the  tackle  and  rope 
must  needs  arow  heavier  and  heavier  as  its 
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smoking  steaming  up-curving  biglit  lengthened. 
I  watched  ahnost  breathless ;  if  the  man's 
strength  failed  before  his  end  of  the  rope 
came  to  his  hand  ^vhat  should  we  do  ?  We 
could  not  assist.  Xow  indeed  I  saw  it  would 
be  impossible  for  any  one  of  us  to  scale  those 
rugged  crystal  boulders  and  cavernous  ruins 
of  ice  which  yet  from  the  level  of  the  water 
painted  a  practicable  ascent  from  the  sheltered 
curve  of  the  bay  where  the  sea  was  silent. 

Foot  by  foot  the  sailors  veered  out  the 
gear,  and  hand  over  hand,  with  admirable 
endurance  and  patient  courage,  the  man  on 
the  wreck  hauled  the  stuff  in  :  till  on  a  sudden 
one  of  our  men  called  out, '  The  lady's  helping,' 
and  I  caught  a  ghmpse  of  Marie  past  the  man, 
dragging  as  he  dragged. 

'  It's  all  right ! '  after  a  long  pause, 
exclaimed  Bland,  letting  out  his  words  in  the 
note  of  a  deep-chested  sigh  of  rehef,  and  a 
hearty  cheer  sprang  from  the  hps  of  the  sea- 
men. 
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'He  knows  what  to  do.  He's  a  sailor!' 
cried  Bodkin. 

He  had  vanished  behind  the  bulwarks,  but 
quickly  reappeared  signalling  to  us  with  a 
flourish,  whilst  Marie  stood  as  before,  motion- 
less, watching. 

'  Now  get  it  taut,  for  God's  sake  ! '  cried 
the  mate.     '  In  with  the  slack.' 

The  men  toiled  on,  and  dragged  till  the 
bight  of  the  rope  was  clear  of  the  water  :  the 
gear  then  described  a  curve  from  the  stump 
of  fore-mast  to  the  boat. 

'  Now  clap  on  the  watch  tackle.' 

A  machinery  of  blocks  and  lines  was 
applied  to  the  rope,  which  tautened  to  the 
strain  till  the  mate  cried  '  Belay  !  If  we  don't 
mind  our  eye  we  shall  start  the  wreck  ! ' 

Then  swiftly,  but  without  hurry  or  con- 
fusion, the  empty  cask  was  got  over  the  bow 
and  slung  to  a  bowling  or  traveller. 

'  Haul  out ! '  cried  the  mate,  and  nimbly, 
with  quick  steady  pulls,  the  cask  was  run  up 
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the  rope.  It  travelled  smoothly.  The  man 
sprang  on  to  the  bulwark  rail  and  received  it, 
and,  putting  his  hand  on  the  edge  of  it, 
jumped  in. 

'  By  thunder,  no,  then  !  The  lady  first, 
or  you  stop  there ! '  groaned  the  mate,  his 
face  suddenly  dark  with  disgust  and  temper, 
and  the  others  looked  along  the  rope  to  the 
cask  with  frowns  eloquent  of  curses.  But  in 
a  moment  the  man  got  out,  and  I  said,  '  He 
was  testing  it.' 

We  now  saw  him,  in  the  sharp  white  light 
the  air  was  brimful  of,  help  Marie  on  to  the  rail : 
he  put  his  hands  under  her  arms,  and  care- 
fully sank  her  into  the  cask  ;  then,  pulling  off 
his  cap,  flourished  a  signal  of  '  all's  ready  '  to 
us.  Instantly,  one  end  of  the  line  was 
slackened  away  whilst  the  other  end  was 
hauled  upon,  and  the  cask  travelled  towards 
us. 

'  Stand  by  to  lift  the  lady  out,'  bawled  the 
mate,  whilst  the  cask  was  still  coming.     '  Into 
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the  bows  two  of  you.  Mr.  Moore,  you'll  keep 
your  seat,  I  beg  sir,  till  the  lady's  in  the 
boat.' 

The  cask  came  sliding  to  the  drag  of  the 
line  down  to  the  very  stern  of  the  boat :  there 
it  was  water-borne,  and  began  to  roll  and  leap 
with  the  boat :  but  strong  hands  were  ready, 
and  in  a  minute  Marie  was  lifted  over  the 
gunwale,  brought  right  aft,  and  seated  beside 
me. 
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CHAPTEE   XXVIII 

MR.    MOORE    EXDS    HIS    STORY 

I  TOOK  her  by  the  hands  and  looked  her  in  the 
face,  and  brought  her  to  my  heart,  and  a  sob 
shook  me  as  I  kissed  her.  For  some  moments 
she  merely  pronounced  my  name,  straining 
from  my  grasp  to  look  at  me.  There  was 
something  wild  in  the  light  of  her  soft  eyes 
then.  Maybe  the  passions  and  sensations 
which  in  a  sudden  surprise  of  meeting  would 
have  forced  us  into  transports  had  abated  ;  we 
had  long  both  known  that  we  were  near  to 
each  other,  she  that  I  had  come  to  rescue  her, 
I  that  she  was  alive  on  that  wreck  up  there. 
But  for  all  that,  and  as  long  as  they  were 
bringing  the  man  from  the  wreck,  it  remained 
a  sort  of  unreahty,  a  mission  too  marvellous 
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to  have  been  fulfilled,  a  hope  too  daring,  too 
defiant  of  death  itself  and  all  the  terrors  of 
this  barbarous,  savage  scene,  to  have  been 
humanly  possible. 

A  wonder,  too,  lay  in  her  beauty  and 
healthful  looks.  My  imaginations  of  her  state, 
now  as  lying  in  her  coffin  at  Cape  Town,  now 
as  dead  of  the  cold  in  that  same  wreck  we  had 
brought  her  from,  had  coloured  to  me  a  ghastly 
portrait  of  my  memory  of  her  ;  or,  even  when 
figuring  her  ahve  in  the  hull,  I  conceived  her 
bloodless,  gaunt,  sunk-eyed,  a  sad,  heart-sick- 
ening spectre  of  herself.  Instead  I  found  her 
fairer,  healthier,  plumper  by  a  hundredfold 
than  she  had  shown  when  she  left  England. 
She  was  dressed  in  furs  :  her  hat  was  a  turban 
of  sealskin  ;  her  hair  was  a  little  wild,  but  its 
dishevelment  was  a  grace. 

When  at  last  I  began  to  speak  to  her,  it 
was  in  mere  ejaculation,  a  babble  of  joy  and 
devotion — that  I  should  have  got  her  ; — that 
I  should  be  holding  her  after  months  of  fearing 
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and  of  believing  that  she  was  dead ;  that  God 
should  have  directed  me  through  thousands 
of  leagues  of  sea  to  this  lonely  scene  of  ice  ; 
and  so  on,  and  so  on ;  whilst  her  speech  was 
little  more  than  exclamation  too.  For,  put 
yourself  in  our  place  and  judge  how  it  would 
go  with  your  heart,  and  tongue,  till  use  had 
softened  amazement  and  increduhty,  sobering 
the  flow  of  feeling  into  a  gentle  language  of 
passion  and  pleasure. 

Meanwhile  they  were  bringing  the  man  to 
the  boat.  The  cask  travelled  safely  to  the 
bows :  he  sprang  out  with  the  assistance  of  a 
man's  hand,  and  then  stood  on  a  thwart  looking 
about  him  for  a  minute  with  a  face  of  ecstasy. 

Now  it  was  I  grew  a  bit  rational,  and  said 
to  Marie  : 

'Who  is  he?' 

'  Mr.  Selby.  His  conduct  has  been  noble. 
Oh,  Archie,  his  manly  treatment  of  me,  his 
patient  care,  the  encouragement,  the  encour- 
agement ! ' 
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'  Jump  on  to  the  ice  tliere,  two  of  you, 
and  get  that  anchor,'  sung  out  Mr.  Bland. 

'  Where's  Captain  Burke  ?  '  I  said. 

'  He  was  drowned  months  ago — months 
ago.' 

'  And  his  wife  ?  ' 

'  I  found  her  frozen  to  death  and  dragged 
her  into  the  ship's  kitchen  and  watched  beside 
her,  and  then  I  was  alone  in  that  wreck  in  a 
heavy,  rolling  ocean  for  a  week  till  he  came,' 
and  she  looked  towards  Selby,  '  sent  by  God, 
for  without  him — alone  up  there — oh,  think, 
Archie  ! ' 

As  she  said  this  she  put  her  hands  together 
and  her  face  whitened  like  the  ice;  her  eyes 
rolled  their  pupils  out  of  sight,  and  with  a 
little  moan  she  fainted. 

I  held  and  pillowed  her,  groping  for  and 
finding  a  flask  of  brandy  in  my  pockets.  She 
continued  in  a  dead  faint  until,  the  anchor 
having  been  got,  the  boats  were  clear  of  the 
bay  close  in  with  the  brig. 
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Selby  sat  in  the  bows.  I  never  addressed 
him  :  I  could  think  of  nothing  but  the  hfeless 
figure  I  clasped.  She  came  to  just  as  we 
drew  alongside  the  vessel,  and  my  gratitude, 
when  she  fetched  a  breath,  and  opened  her 
eyes,  was  scarcely  less  than  that  I  had  felt 
when  I  knew  she  was  on  board  the  wreck. 
In  truth,  so  fixed  was  her  trance,  I  had  be- 
lieved her  dead. 

She  was  helped  over  the  side  by  ChfFe  and 
others.  The  brig  showed  a  low  side  when 
the  gangway  was  unshipped,  and  Marie  was 
handed  on  deck  easily  and  without  risk.  I 
followed.  She  was  very  weak,  yet  could  walk 
leaning  on  my  arm,  and  thus  supporting  her 
I  took  her  into  the  cabin.  Then  it  was  I 
strained  her  to  my  heart  again,  kissing  her, 
blessing  her,  thanking  God  for  suffering  me 
to  discover  and  rescue  her. 

It  would  be  idle  to  set  down  what  now 
passed  between  us  in  this  first  half-hour  of  our 
being  alone.     Our  hurry  of  speech,  the  tender 
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interruption  of  caresses  was  as  a  printed  page 
broken  into  sentences  without  sequence. 
Looks  will  give  continuity  to  meaning  when 
the  tongue  is  still,  but  how  to  describe  those 
passages  of  eloquent  silence  ? 

We  had  both  of  us  a  thousand  things  to 
ask  and  answer,  and  often  we'd  break  off  to 
gaze  at  each  other,  scarce  reahsing  even  yet 
that  we  w^ere  together,  and  that  the  end  of 
my  heaven-directed  quest  was  come.  By  the 
time  we  had  settled  down  into  sober  talk,  sit- 
ting hand  in  hand  in  front  of  the  glowing 
brass  stove,  whilst  the  boy  in  obedience  to  my 
orders  was  preparing  the  table  for  dinner,  it 
was  about  five  o'clock  ;  they  had  got  way 
upon  the  brig  ;  she  was  heeling  over,  and  I 
guessed  that  Cliffe  was  pressing  her,  getting 
every  inch  of  northing  that  was  to  be  clawed 
out  of  the  bow  surge  w^hilst  it  was  daylight. 
The  afternoon  was  glowing  with  more  than 
tropic  splendour  ;  indeed,  never  had  I  observed 
such  mellow  richness  of  glory  under  the  hue, 
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or  north  or  south  of  23°  as  I  had  noticed  in 
this  Antarctic  sunshine  whilst  in  the  bay. 
But  however  dehvered — whispered  at  times 
— sometimes  interrupted  by  tears,  by  sudden 
impassioned  embraces,  as  though  nothing 
even  now  could  be  true  but  the  presence  and 
reality  of  the  long  months  of  her  imprison- 
ment ;  but  however  brokenly  uttered,  I  say 
her  story  was  known,  and  her  relation  per- 
suaded me  that  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Selby 
lived  one  of  the  finest  characters  that  ever 
graced  the  manliest  of  all  the  callings.  My 
love,  my  joy — though  my  spirits  seemed 
to  know  no  other  passions  whilst  I  held  her 
and  looked  at  her — did  not  extinguish  in  me 
for  long  whilst  we  conversed  the  cold  dark 
dread  that  lurked  in  the  thought  of  her  having 
been  locked  up  with  Selby  for  months.  But 
whilst  I  listened  the  jealous  fear,  the  gloomy 
dislike  for  the  extraordinary  association 
vanished.  My  heart  grew  hot  with  admira- 
tion and  gratitude.     She  told  me  of  her  joy  at 


224  HEART   OF   OAK 

the  sight  of  him,  when,  after  being  alone  for 
a  week  in  the  dismasted  hull  of  the  '  Lady 
Emma'  with  no  other  companion  on  board 
than  the  dead  body  of  Mrs.  Burke,  she  groped 
her  way  from  her  berth  to  the  cabin  and 
found  him  lying  asleep  on  a  locker.  She  told 
me  how  he  had  comforted  her  and  raised  her 
spirits  by  every  hope  that  a  sailor  could  invent. 
She  instanced  many  fine  subtle,  delicate  traits 
of  conduct ;  I  was  impressed  by  the  refine- 
ment and  native  exquisite  breeding  of  the 
man  whilst  I  listened  to  her.  I  witnessed  the 
gentleman,  the  nobleman  of  nature's  own 
handiwork,  in  all  she  told  me  of  him.  Without 
his  inspiring  companionship  her  spirits  would 
have  sunk,  her  heart  must  have  broken.  He 
fetched  and  carried,  cooked,  and  toiled  for 
her  comfort ;  he  devised  a  dozen  schemes  to 
divert  her.  Every  day  he  promised  that  a 
•ship  would  come  to  take  them  oK  He  never 
lost  heart.  Often  he  would  sing  with  a 
sailor's  notion  of  brightening  her  melancholy. 
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No  one  intruded  upon  us,  saving  the  boy ; 
but  our  talk  was  not  to  be  overheard  by  him, 
sitting  as  we  did  close  together  beside  the 
fire.  And  all  the  while  I  was  admiring  the 
improved  sweetness  of  her  looks,  the  plump- 
ness of  her  cheeks  and  throat,  the  firmer, 
clearer  tones  of  her  voice,  and  what  shone  to 
my  sight  as  a  soft  gay  Hght  of  health  in  her 
eyes. 

'  Is  it  the  ice,'  said  I,  '  that  has  worked 
this  miracle  of  change  in  you  P  Or  were  you 
looking  even  better  than  you  now  do  before 
your  shipwreck  ? ' 

'  I  cannot  tell  how  I  look,'  she  answered. 
'  What  I  have  suffered  I  know.' 

She  talked  of  the  Burkes,  and  wept  when 
she  spoke  of  her  old  nurse.  She  said  she 
believed  Captain  Burke  committed  suicide  ;  his 
end  was  sudden ;  he  did  not  need  to  go  upon 
the  bowsprit  to  hang  up  tlie  lantern — a  height  • 
of  foremast  stood  ;  he  went  on  a  dangerous 
errand,  she  thought,  meaning  to  die,  and  his 
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getting  his  wife  to  accompany  liim  into  the 
bows  might  have  signified  no  more  than 
hmatic  cunning. 

Whilst  we  conversed  the  boy  came  down 
and  asked  if  he  should  put  dinner  upon  the 
table.  We  had  forgotten  time  in  talking  and 
I  jumped  up  and  took  Marie  to  my  berth, 
which  was  to  be  resigned  to  her.  I  then  went 
on  deck  to  make  Mr.  Selby's  acquaintance 
and  to  bring  him  into  the  cabin  to  dinner. 

The  wind  was  on  the  beam,  a  steady  pour- 
ing breeze,  and  the  heeling  brig  was  washing 
onwards,  but  warily  and  under  little  canvas ; 
I  had  been  misled  by  the  angle  of  the  deck. 
The  ice  rode  lofty  and  glaring  about  us  on 
all  sides  in  huge  groups ;  and  masses  of 
the  stuff  littered  the  ocean  directly  in  our 
path  ;  the  utmost  vigilance  was  needful. 

I  stood  a  moment  in  the  companion-way, 
looking  at  the  island  we  were  leaving  astern. 
It  was  already  some  miles  distant,  and  the 
wreck  invisible.      The    far    inland  mountain 
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hung  solemn  and  sublime  in  the  blue  air  with 
the  majestic  loneliness  of  it.  You  thought  of 
it  as  hfting  its  height  at  the  extreme  end  of 
the  world,  and  the  melting  of  its  shimmering 
peak  into  the  silver  azure  was  such  a  blending 
as  made  the  shadow  seem  as  high  as  the 
heavens  themselves. 

Cliffe  stood  in  earnest  talk  with  Selby.  I 
regarded  the  man  awhile  before  he  saw  me. 
He  was  dressed  in  the  plain  clothes  of  his 
calHng ;  doubtless  he  made  good  his  wants 
out  of  Captain  Burke's  wardrobe  ;  he  was 
rather  short  and  very  broad-shouldered  ;  his 
hair  was  black,  and  of  a  true  cast-away  man's 
length,  falling  and  curling  in  plenty  down 
upon  his  back  as  though  it  had  been  a 
woman's  ;  he  was  of  a  sallow  complexion  and 
newly  bearded  as  though  used  to  shave  when 
all  was  well. 

When  I  went  to  him  with  my  hands  out- 
stretched, he  faced  me  with  a  smile,  and  then 
it  was  I  saw   a  wonderful  spirit  of  goodness 
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and  kindness  in  his  countenance.  I  liad  never 
before  witnessed  a  man's  nature  so  plainly 
pictured  in  his  looks.  I  will  not  admit  that  I 
was  prejudiced  in  his  favour  by  what  Marie 
had  told  me  and  found  a  soul  of  candour  and 
good  humour  where  perhaps  I  should  other- 
wise have  seen  nothing  but  an  average  sailorly 
countenance.  No  matter  what  the  causes 
which  should  have  brought  this  man  and  me 
acquainted  ;  let  me  have  met  him  how,  when, 
where  you  will,  one  glance  would  have  per- 
suaded me  that  he  was  a  heart  of  oak.  You 
saw  a  manly  simplicity  and  gentleness  in  every 
line.  His  eyes  looked  at  you  full,  yet  gently, 
with  a  charming,  winning  frankness  ;  his  smile 
was  a  grace,  there  was  something  sweet  in  it : 
and  yet  he  was  by  no  means  good  looking. 
His  face  was  overcharged  by  the  length  of  its 
aquiline  nose.  His  mouth,  too,  was  out  of 
proportion,  his  eyes  were  something  too  deep 
set  and  close  together  to  please  ;  nevertheless 
when  he  turned,  smiling  to  receive  me,  I  found 
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a  beauty  in  his  looks  that  was  far  above  all 
gift  of  flesh. 

I  held  him  by  both  hands,  but  in  what 
terms  I  thanked  him  for  his  goodness  to  Miss 
Otway  I'll  not  set  down,  because  they  must 
needs  look  cold  and  insufficient,  when  in 
reahty  the  tribute  lay  in  that  part  that  can- 
not be  communicated  on  paper,  I  mean  in  the 
tone  of  voice,  the  expression  of  countenance, 
the  clinging  pressure  of  the  hands. 

He  said,  '  It's  been  a  bad  time  for  her,  sir. 
The  beginning  was  the  hardest.  That  week 
when  she  was  alone,  washing  about  here, 
much  where  we  now  are,  in  the  winter  time 
when  it  was  nearly  all  night,  and  nobody  else 
aboard  but  the  corpse  of  Mrs.  Burke,  would 
have  killed  a  lady  of  less  spirit.' 

I  broke  in  by  asking  him  to  step  below  with 
me.  Cliffe  said  he  would  remain  on  deck  and 
watch  the  brig.  I  took  notice  that  as  in 
making  for  the  island,  so  now,  a  keen  look-out 
was  being  kept.     Hands  were  stationed  in  the 
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bows  and  on  the  foreyard  ;  the  rigging  lay 
ready  for  instant  use.  Two  men  were  at  the 
wheel. 

Selby  stopped  and  looked  at  the  island 
astern.  The  whole  soul  of  the  man  seemed 
to  rush  into  his  face  as  he  gazed,  colouring  it 
with  memory  and  a  passion  of  gratitude  and 
pathetic  joy.  He  breathed  deep  and  said. 
'  Thank  God,  I've  seen  the  end  of  it  I  Seven 
months  is  it,  sir  ?  The  suiferings  of  the  sea 
will  make  a  year  of  a  week.  It  seems  as  long 
as  a  lifetime.' 

He  sighed  again,  or  rather  fetched  a 
breath  as  of  relief  and  ease  of  heart,  and 
followed  me  into  the  cabin. 

Whilst  we  waited  for  Marie,  he  explained 
how  it  came  about  that  the  hull  was  shelved 
forty  feet  above  the  wash. 

He  said  when  she  first  took  the  ice  she 
was  beaten  a  considerable  distance  by  blow 
upon  blow  of  foamless  swell,  rolling  into  the 
shelter  out  of  the  heavy  weather  beyond  ;  she 
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lay  on  lier  bilge.  He  could  not  express  the 
misery  they  suffered  from  the  angle  her 
posture  sloped  her  into  ;  till,  early  one  night, 
a  noise  of  thunder  roared  through  the  cabin 
as  though  the  -whole  island  was  splitting  to 
pieces  ;  shock  followed  shock.  These  volcanic 
throes  went  on  lor  hours.  He  expected  every 
moment  that  the  hull  would  be  crushed  to 
powder.  Sometimes  they  felt  the  fabric  under 
their  feet  swept  upwards.  It  w^as  pitch  dark 
on  deck ;  notlimg  was  to  be  seen  ;  but  the 
uproar  of  splitting  ice  was  at  moments  deafen- 
ing. He  said  he  could  compare  it  to  nothing 
but  to  being  in  a  boat  betwixt  two  line-of- 
battle  ships  when  they  were  firing  their  whole 
broadside  artillery  at  each  other. 

It  might  have  been  about  four  o'clock 
when  the  hellish  commotion  ceased  as  abruptly 
as  it  had  commenced  ;  at  this  hour  the  hull 
was,  as  she  had  been  for  some  time,  resting 
on  an  almost  level  keel.  At  break  of  day  he 
went  on  deck,   and  was  amazed  to  find  the 
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sea  lying  open,  but  at  a  considerable  distance 
below ;  tlie  great  ice  peninsula  whose  bay 
had  been  the  salvation  of  the  hull  had  broken 
away  and  become  a  majestic  island,  nodding 
stately  upon  a  high  sea  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  distant.  The  wreck  rested  upon  a  wide 
ledge  with  a  sheer  fall  of  ice,  smooth  as 
though  chiselled,  to  the  wash  of  the  surf. 
How  it  had  befallen  he  could  not  tell.  Per- 
ception had  lain  entirely  in  sensation  and 
bearing. 

When  Marie  came  out  of  her  berth  I  was 
struck  afresh  by  her  improved  looks.  I 
turned  to  Selby  and  said : 

'  This  lady  sailed  for  her  health.  Such 
distresses,  such  trials  of  mind  and  body 
as  she  has  suffered,  should  pinch  the  face 
as  fire  wastes  wax,  and  she  looks  so  much 
better  that  her  father  will  scarcely  know 
her  ! ' 

'  I  told  Mr.  Moore,'  she  said,  '  that  I  don't 
know  how  I  may  look,  but  that  I  am  alive 
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and  with  him  again,'  said  she,  stealing  her 
hand  into  mine,  '  is  wholly  owing  to  you.' 
Then  raising  her  voice,  heated  into  a  higher 
clearness  by  emotion,  she  exclaimed,  '  In  the 
presence  and  hearing  of  my  betrothed,  I  thank 
you  with  my  heart  of  hearts  for  all  your 
goodness  to  me,  for  your  hundred  acts  of 
noble  unselfishness,  for  the  splendid  courage 
and  faith  which  supported  us  both  through 
the  awful  time  that  is  now  ended.' 

He  bowed  to  her  in  silence. 

'  Mr.  Selby,'  said  I,  grasping  him  by  the 
hand,  then  putting  my  other  upon  his,  and  so 
holding  him,  '  Miss  Otway  has  spoken  her 
gratitude  ;  my  own  I  have  already  attempted 
to  express.  The  profession  of  the  sea  has 
produced  some  splendid  characters ;  but  it 
seems  to  me  that  you  are  one  of  the  finest 
compliments  that  nature  ever  paid  to  your 
calling.' 

'  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  words,  sir,'  he 
said,  with  colour   and  embarrassment,  '  and 
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for  yours,  Miss  Otway.  I  felt  very  sorry  for 
you  when  I  found  you  alone  on  that  dismasted 
hulk,  and  I  swore  to  myself  I  would  so  act 
that,  come  what  might,  if  you  were  spared, 
you  should  be  able  to  say  of  me,  He  was  a 
man.' 

I  could  have  hugged  him  ! 

We  seated  ourselves  and  all  our  talk  ran 
upon  the  hull,  and  upon  my  own  adventures. 
I  particularly  noticed  Selby's  respectful  man- 
ner to  Marie.  That  was  as  satisfying  to  every 
instinct  within  me  as  though  I  had  shared 
their  imprisonment.  It  was  not  a  thing  he 
just  put  on ;  it  sat  with  the  unconscious  ease 
of  an  old  and  fixed  habit.  I  heard  it  in  his 
voice,  I  marked  it  in  his  manner  of  attention 
when  she  spoke  ;  in  twenty  subtle  ways  it  was 
expressed  as  something  abiding ;  it  was,  in 
short,  the  man's,  the  seaman's,  and  the  gentle- 
man's recognition  of  her  claims  as  a  woman 
and  of  her  station ;  I  knew  it  had  been  with 
him  from   the  beginning,   and   I   loved  him 
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from  that  moment  with  a  heart  unshadowed 
by  the  faintest  anxiety  or  misgiving. 

I  asked  him  how  they  had  manged  for 
food. 

'  The  hold  was  full  of  good  things,  sir,' 
he  answered.  '  We  did  not  stint  ourselves, 
Miss  Otway,'  said  he,  smiling. 

'  Mr.  Selby  cooks  charmingly,'  said  Marie. 
'  I  shall  never  forget  the  delicious  dishes  of 
broth  you  used  to  make  for  me.' 

'  The  ship's  cargo,'  said  he,  '  consisted  of 
a  quantity  of  articles  of  potted  food  with 
drink  enough  in  stout,  brandy,  and  whiskey 
to  fill  the  half  of  London  with  uproar  and 
murder.' 

'  We  had  biscuits  as  big  as  bricks,'  said 
Marie.  '  I  used  to  make  bread  and  milk  with 
them.' 

'  Milk  ! '  I  ejaculated. 

'  Preserved  milk,  sir,'  said  Selby.  '  I 
found  some  hundredweights  of  the  stuff.' 

'  But  your  fuel  ?  '  said  I. 
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'  There  was  about  twelve  ton  of  coal  in 
the  forepeak  when  we  got  on  the  ice,'  he 
answered.  '  I  never  reckoned  upon  a  long 
stay,  the  young  lady  was  to  be  kept  warm, 
and  I  was  a  bit  extravagant  at  the  start. 
Then  as  the  days  passed  and  nothing  came 
along,  I  began  to  stint,  with  the  result  that 
I've  left  about  half  the  stock  behind.' 

'  Did  nothing  heave  in  sight  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  yes,  sir  ;  but  never  close  in.  I  must 
have  consumed  half  the  cargo  of  theatrical 
scenery,  and  pounds  worth  of  patent  fuel  and 
India-rubber  in  burning  flares  at  night  and 
making  smokes  by  day.  I  reckon  the  smoke 
was  taken  for  something  in  the  volcanic  line. 
For  a  long  time  the  ice  hid  us  from  the  sea. 
The  island  whose  rupture  threw  us  aloft 
drifted  away  and  gave  us  a  clear  view  for  a 
bit,  but  others  came  cruising  along  with  tlie 
stream  of  the  tide,  if  it  was  not  the  wind  that 
brought  them,  and  one  moored  itself  right 
abreast — grounded,  I  allow — it  stuck  so  long. 
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'The  whaler  that  reported  you/  said  I, 
'  was  close  in  enough  to  get  a  good  sight  of 
the  wreck/ 

'I  did  not  see  her,'  he  answered.  'I 
must  have  been  below  when  she  passed.' 

'  It  was  cruelly  cold,  Archie,'  said  Marie. 
'Weeks  would  pass  without  my  going  on 
deck.  Oh,  how  I  loathed  the  sight  of  those 
chfls  of  ice  !  And  then  the  ceaseless  boihng 
of  the  surf.' 

'  I  caulked  the  cabin  into  a  middling 
warm  living  room,'  said  Selby,  *  yet  the  cold 
would  creep  through.  Water  that  had  been 
boiled  and  left  to  stand  on  the  table  within 
the  sphere  of  the  heat  of  the  stove,  as  I  could 
have  sworn,  would  take  a  mask  of  ice.  I 
cleared  the  cabin  to  give  Miss  Otway  walking 
room.  The  exercise  helped  her.  It  gave 
her  a  little  spirit  as  well  as  warmth.  I  didn't 
care  to  see  her  sit  drooping  hour  after  hour 
beside  that  little  stove.' 

'  At  such  times  you  sang  ?  '  said  I. 
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'  Well,  coming  below  after  taking  a  look 
round,  and  seeing  her  like  that,  I'd  tune  up 
my  pipes,  certainly,'  he  answered.  '  It  was 
unpleasant  to  have  to  keep  on  answering  her 
question  with  a  ''  No,  there's  nothing  in  sight." ' 

Thus  ran  our  talk,  and  again  and  again 
whilst  we  conversed,  I'd  see  Marie  stealing 
looks  around  her  of  dehght  and  amazement, 
and  often  when  our  gaze  met,  an  expression 
of  solemn  joy  would  light  up  her  face.  For 
months  she  had  Hved  in  the  cabin  of  a 
motionless  ship  ;  now  the  life  of  the  ocean 
was  in  the  fabric,  whose  deck  her  foot  rested 
on.  She  was  as  one  who  had  been  called  from 
the  grave  to  renew  life,  and  love,  and  health. 
It  was  a  miracle,  and  I  saw  the  marvelling  of 
her  spirit  in  her  eyes  whenever  she  looked  at 
me. 

'  I'll  go  and  take  a  look  round,'  said  Selby. 
'I  hope  Captain  Cliffe  will  make  me  useful.' 

He  rose,  respectfully  bowed  to  us,  and 
went  on  deck. 
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I  drew  Marie  to  the  stove  and  sat  beside 
her.     From  time  to   time  as  we  talked,  we 
heard  the  sharp  warning  cries  of  the  look-out 
men  on  deck  re-echoed  by  Cliffe  and  the  mate 
aft,  accompanied  sometimes  by  a  hurried  tread 
of  feet  Avhen  the  braces  were  handled.     But 
we   were    together,    too    happy,    too    much 
engrossed,    to     heed     what     passed     above. 
Through  the  hum  of  our  talk — our  continu- 
ous talk — for  how  much  had  we  to  tell  each 
other  ? — ran    the   shrill   sound  of  salt  water 
seething  ;  the  boy  came  below  to  take  some 
dinner  on  deck  to  Captain  Chffe.     He  then 
cleared  the  table,  and  Marie  and  I  were  alone 
again.     The    sunshine    blazed    red    upon  the 
skylight,  faded    slowly,  the  glass  grew  grey, 
then  blackened,  and  a  star  flashed  in  a  cabin 
window    as    a  reel  of  the  brig   brought    the 
bright  spark  with  a  leap  into  the  orifice. 

'  I  remember,'  Marie  said,  '  when  I  found 
Mrs.  Burke  lying  dead  on  the  deck  of  the 
hull,  that  I  fell  upon  my  knees  in  the  agony 
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of  my  distress  and  terror,  and  cried  out  that 
I  was  alone,  asking  what  I  should  do — what  I 
should  do  ?  And  now  I  am  with  you,'  she 
cried,  throwing  her  arms  round  my  neck  and 
sobbing  slightly.  *  But  what  a  time  has  lain 
between  ! ' 

At  this  point  Mr.  Moore  ends  his  narra- 
tive ;  he  doubtless  considered  that  the  interest 
of  his  strand  of  the  story  ceased  at  the  rescue 
of  his  sweetheart. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  the  brig  should 
return  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  whatever 
might  be  the  issue  of  her  search  ;  the  little 
vessel,  with  ceaseless  vigilance,  was  navigated 
clear  of  the  ice  into  open  waters,  and  under 
warmer  skies,  and  thanks  to  strong  westerly 
winds  which  chased  her  day  after  day,  she 
anchored  in  Table  Bay  in  a  little  more  than 
three  weeks  from  the  hour  of  hoisting  in  her 
boats  and  making  sail  from  Coronation  Island. 
The  lovers'  reception  at   Cape  Town  was  a 
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memorable  incident,  and  is  still  talked  of  by 
old  people  there.  They  stayed  until  Miss 
Otway  had  provided  herself  with  a  wardrobe , 
then  embarked  in  a  Union  steamer  and  safely 
arrived  at  Southampton  on  the  morning  of 
May  1,  1861. 

Mr.  Selby  was  presented  by  Sir  Mortimer 
Otway  and  the  banking  firm  of  Moore,  Son  & 
Duncan,  with  an  interest  in  a  ship  of  thirteen 
hundred  and  forty  tons,  amounting  to  half  her 
value,  and  four  months  after  his  arrival  in 
England,  he  sailed  in  command  of  her  on  her 
second  voyage  to  Bombay. 
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BELLEW  (FRANK).-THE  ART  OF  AMUSING:  A  Collection  of  Gr^e- 

fi:l  .Art?,  Games,  Tricks,  Pu;:!zies.  and  Charades,    ^oo  Jlii;t=.    Cr.  Svo,  ci.  ex.. -4*.  <»d. 

BENNEXJRW.  C,  LL.D.)-SONGS  FOR  SAILORS.  Post5vo.  dim.p. -j^. 
BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson.    ^Vith 

95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  <>a. 

BIeRCE  (AMBROSE).— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE:  Tales  of  Soldiers 

and  <;iv>)iars.     Crown  svo,  cloth  extra.  Ow.  ;  post  Svc  illustrated  boards.  'J"*. 

BILL  NYE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.    With  146  Illus- 

tr  =  i  ons  bv  F   Opper.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  '•$*.  titt. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875,  1877-85,1883,        GROSYENOR  NOTES,  VoL   IL.  18£3-£7. 

ISM.  l£921Si5.  l;'.Ji:ra:e  :.  e^;:;  Is.  W.th  -.;:■  I  1  s-.s.    Dei.iy  Svo.  cio'h.  6s. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875-79.  Complete        GR05Y£N0K   NOi'ES,  Vol.  II  [..  1388-00. 

in  I  "le  Vol     v.-th  6      II''  ---      CiothGs  ^^  ith  ^j:^  I.  i-.ct.;.     Derr.v  Svo.  c!c:b.  3s.  Cd. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880: 81.  Complete        ^^^.JJ5^,G.*-B^,?!:4^'''-    '''-^^ 

AC  Idem  YNOTis,  i8^94'^^"om'f  1.  te      ''''^S^^,^''^^i^:i^^};;  IS'l^'- 

r, T^^o^,%^r«r'ii™''''i „,^'°'!lV^  ^        ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d.  gallery,    \\ith  iu  lii-s-rations.    is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  separate  years,        OLD    MASTERS    AT    THE    HATICHAL 

■rora  1S78-1SS0.  ei:h  Is.  '  GALLERY.     With  iiS  ir.u'^trarkns.     Is.  6d. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,Vol.  I.  1877-82.     '    ILLUSTRATED    CATALOGUE   TO   THE 

V,-:;h  -.:-.  Ii:.i>-.    E;e".v  tvo.  c  o:h,  6s.  NATIONAL  GALLERY.     242  limits.,  ci.,  3s. 

THE   PARIS   SALON,  1G3L'    With  Facsimile  Sketches.     3s. 


BLIND  (MATHILDE).  POEMS  BY. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN.     Crown  8vo   cloth,  5*. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.     With  a  Frontispiece  bv  F.  M.\dox  Brows.  Cr.  Svc  5«. 

SONGS  AND  SONNETS.     Fcap.  .^vo,  vellum  and  gold,  5s. 

BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE;  S-^ngs.     C-^own  8vo.  linen  6s.net. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :    Memoirs  in  I.lu=tration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  nnmercus  I.lustratio.TS.     Crown  Svo,  c:oth  extra.  7^.  6d. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  H'=torvofIo'irnai;sm.  Two  Vo's..  demy  Svo,  cl.,-.i.5*. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASKA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  Svo.  6^. 

BOWERS  (GEORGE).— LEAVES  FROM   A  HUNTING    JOURNAL. 

Oblong  *olio.  half-bound.  til.«i. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),    WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  ooards.  a«.  ea^ 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S   LAND.    I CAMP   NOTES.    |      SAVAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND  (JOHN).— OBSERVATIONS  ON  POPULAR  ANTIQUIflES'; 

chiedy  illustrating  the  Or-|:in  ot  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  b-persttt  on;. 
With  tne  Add'tions  of  S-r  Henry  Ellis. and  iilii'^ts.  C^-.  "vo.  clo'h  extra.  <«.  <i«l. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF    ALLUSIONS,    REFERENCES,   PLOTS,  AND 

STORItiS.     Seventeenth  Ino'isand.     Crown  -vo.  ciot'a  extra,  7si.  Gd. 
AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:   bemg  tne  Appendices  to 

•   The  Reader's    Han^.book."  separateivprmtefl.     Crown  Svo.  c'oth limp,  *.Js. 
A  DICTIONARY  OF    MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extrg.  7*.  <>«!. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  V/ORKS  BY.     Post  s.o,  ci.  ex.,  4«.  «s.f.  7^' 

MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  oi  Fhiiosopher  and  Hore  cf  Christian.  Piate^ 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo,Tycho  Brake,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits.' 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILL AT-S A VARIN. -GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  Tr^'sT^^ 

by  R.  E.  .Anderson.  M.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound.  'i<*. 

BURTON  (RICHARD  F.).— THE   BOOK    OF    IHE   SW0"RD:     Wilh 

over  J.OO  Illustrations.     De:iv  .^to,  CiOth  exfa.  li'i^. 

BURTON  (ROBERT).-TliE~ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLYr"~Whh 

Transla-ions  of  the  Quotations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  t*.  (»«!. 

MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED.    Abridgtnent  of  Burtons  Anat.     Post  £vo,  28.  Gd. 
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BREXliARTE'S   COLLECTED  WORKS.      Revised  by  the  Author. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.     In  Eight  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s.  each. 
Vol.        I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.      11.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.    III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— ."iastern  Sketches. 
Vol.     IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.     VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
Vol. VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 
THE  SELECT  WORKS  OFBRETHARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Introductory 
Essav  bv  T.  Iv[.  Bellew.  Portrnit  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ts.  <id, 
BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &buckram.  Cr.Svo.  4s.O<l. 
THE   QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  2S  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Green av.ay,  reproduced  in  Colours  bv  Ednjund Evans.     Small  4to, cloth,  5s». 
Cro'vn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ;is.  <><l.  each  ;  post  svo,  picture  boards,  Ss.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Il-ustrations  bv  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Crown  bvo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  tid.  each. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  izz.     With  Two  Illustrations  bv  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AWD   SOME  OTHER   PEOPLE.    Fromisp. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.     With  47  Illustrations  by  \V.  D.  Almond,  Sec. 
A  PROTEGES  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S,     With  20  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL'S,  &c.  39  lUusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
CLARENCE  :  A  Story  of  the  War.     W-.th  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  b.^^ras,  '.5*.  each. 
GA3RIEL  CONROY.  |    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRE53  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.         |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  5s.  6d.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA^^ I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE   SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
SNOW  BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S.        '         I      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 


BRYDGES  (HAROLD).- UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.     Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards.  tJ.*.  ;  cloth  limp,  '^y*,  (jd^ 

BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «s.  each. 
SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE   EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE   CITY   OF   DREAM  :  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  WANDERING  JEW;  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 
THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.     With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  BlinIS 

Peter  Mackab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por 

trait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations bv  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  VV.  Cooper. 


LOYE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOYE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Storv  of  a  Caravan.     Frontisp. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3>».  6d.  each. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN. |   RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  iSept 

LADY  KILPATRICK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shoitly. 

THE  CHARLATAN.     By  Robert  Buchanan  and  H.  Murray.  Two  Vols.,  10s.  net. 

(yAlNE^TTHALL),    NOVELS^ Y.     Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each"; 
^         post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  eacti ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od.  each. 

SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         i    THE  DEEMSTER. 


CAMERON  (COMMANDER  V.  LOVETT).-THE   CRUISE  OF   THE 

"BLACK  PRINCE"  PRIVATE  ER.    Post  Svo.  picture  boards,  3s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post 8vo,iiiust.bds., 3s. each. 

JULIET'S^UARDIAN. l^DECEIYERS^YER. _^_^_ 

CARRUTH  (HAYDEN).— THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JONES.    With  17 

Illustrations.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth.  '2^. 

CARLYLE  (JANE^WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  6d, 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  on  the  CHOICE  of  BOOKS.     Post  8vo.  is.  6d. 

CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 

Edited  by  C.  E.Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth,  •J4s. 
CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.— Vol.  L,  Plays.— Vol.  II..  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essav  by  A.  C.  Swinburne.— Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth,  #»s.  each. 

CHAPPLE(J.  M.).— THE   MINOR   CrtORD:    Storv  of  Pnma  Donna.  rT^^Tg^: 

CHATTO  (W.  A.)  AND  J.  JACKSON.  -  A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD 

ENGRAVING.     With  450  tine  Illustrations.     Large  4to.  halt-leather. 'jiS.*;. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  H.aweis. 
With  S  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  estra,  3s.  6rl. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  cloth  Hmn.  \!i^.  <>«! . 

CHESS,  THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF.    With  Analysis  of  Opei.u,^ 

Bv  Howard  Staunton.     Edited  by  R.  B.  Wormald.    Crown  8vo,  cloth   5s. 
THE  MINOR  TACTICS  OF  CHESS:  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell.     Long  fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  tjs.  fiji. 

CLARE  (A.).— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASSTP^st  8vo,  2s.  ;  cl..  2s.  6d. 

CLIVE    (MRS.    ARCHER),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards   2«.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL.  |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD  (EDWARD,  F.R.A.S.).-MYTHS  AND  DREAMS.  Cr.Hyo.3s:ed, 
COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  RED  SULTAN.     Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  .3s.  6rf.  ;   post  Svo,  illustrated  bds  ,  2s. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  ttd. 

COLEMAN    (JOHN). -PLAYERS    AND   PLAYWRIGHTS   I    HAVE 

KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24s. 

COLERIDGE  (M.  E.)  —SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.    IsTGdT 
COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  Svo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  ,6s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  ;  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION,     j      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  '  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  ilust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 
ANTONINA.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  ^iAHONEY. 
HIDE  AND   SEEK.     Illustrated  by  Sir  Iohn  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.     Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF   HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  bv  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND   WIFE.     With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.     Illustrated  bv  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  bv  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE  FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND   SCIENCE,  i  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  CF  CAIN. 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  S  r  Walter  Besant.     Illusts.  by  A.  Fou^siitR. 
Popular  Editions.     Medium  Svo,  6d.  each;  cloth  is.  eac'i. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE,  I  THE  MOONSTONE. 
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COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Gnns."  "My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontis.     Cr.  8vq.  c1.  extra.  '7s.  6il. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.)  -EVERY  INCH  A  SOLDIER.    Past^vo.Ms^. 

CONVALESCENT   COOKERY:    A  Family  Handbook.     By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  tt<l^ 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY   AND   DEVIL-LORE.     6s  IHustraticns.  Two  Vols.   Svo.  cloth,  2S*. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.  8vo,  Jap,  vellum,  'js.  ttd. 

Cl)OK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  .3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust  boards,2s. 
LEO.     Post  Svo.  illnstratpd  boards.  *-Js. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)::^EOFFORY  HAMILTON^  Cr.  8vo.  3s.  6d^ 
C0RNWALL:-P0PULAR   romances    of   THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  ot  Old  Cornwall.     Collected 
bv  Robert  Hvnt.  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  3vo.  cl.,ys.  <>d. 

COTES  (V.  CECrLi:^=TWO"GlRLS  ON  A  BARGE.    With  44  Illustra- 

tions  bv  F.  H.  Tounsend. Post  Svo,  cloth,  tjs.  dd. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  STORIES  BY. 

PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUNTAINS.  Post  Svo, illustrated  boards,  2s. 
HIS  VANISHED  STAR.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  <m1. 

CRELLIN  (H71^.),  books  BY. 

ROMANCES  of  the  OLD  SERAGLIO.  28  Illusts.  bv  S.L.Wood.  Cr.  8vo,cI.,3s.  Od, 
TALES  OF  THE  CALIPH.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  '.is. 
THE  NAZARENES;    A  Drama.     Crown  Svo,  Is. 

CRIM  (MATT.). -ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.     Crown  Svo; 

cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontisp'ere,  3s.  <»d.  ;  po?t  hvo.  illustrated  boards,  'js. 

CROKERTMRS.  B.  M.),    NOVELS   BY.      Crown    Svo,   doth    extra,   3s.  6vl. 
each-  po«t  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  ".is.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  3s.  Oil.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  I      DIANA  BARRINGTCK. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  I      PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.  |      '-TO  LET." 

MR.  JERVIS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  c'o  h    1.5s.  net. 
VILLAGE  TALES  AND  JUNGLE  TRAGEDIES.    Crown  Svo,  c^c<^,  3s.  <><1. 


CRUIKSHANK'S  comic  almanack.  Complete  in  Two  Series: 
The  FiRsr  from  1835  to  1843;  the  Second  from  1S44  to  1S53.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  ot  Th.ackeray,  Hood,  Mavhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
SHANK,  HixE,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  g.lt,  7s.  6<i.  each, 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchakd  Jerrold.  With  S4 
Illustrations  and  a  Biblio^araphy.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Os. 

CUi\IMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS^Y.      Demy  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  Od.  each. 
IN   THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotvpe  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
TWO   HAPPY  YEARS   IN   CEYLON.     With  2»  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.     With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,  78.  Od^ 

CUSSANS  (JOHN  E:):=ArHANDBOOK"OF  HERALD RYT~^^h"  In- 

itructions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c  ;   40S  Woodcuts 
and  2  Colouied  Plates.     Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  Svo,  clotn  ex  ra,  6s. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  Of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo.cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds..2s 
nANIEL  (GEORGE).-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME. 

■^      with  Illustrations  bv  Robert  Cruikshank.     Crown  ^vo,  clotn  extra.  3s.  <>d. 

DAUDET  (ALPHONSE).— THE  EVANGELIST;    or,  Port  Salvatio£~ 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  «<!.;  po>t  Svo.  i.lusirated  boards,  'ja. 

DAVIDSON  (HUGH   COLEMAN).-MR.    SADLER'S    DAUGHTERS. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood.     Crown  Svo,  cioth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

DAVIES  (DRrNTETYORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  cr.  svo,  is.  ea.-,  d.,  is.  od,^ 

ONE   THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mothers  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR   THE   FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO   LONG  LIFE.    Ci^wn  bvo,  ^s. ;  cloth  hmp,  '-is.  Od. 


CHATTO   8c    WINDUS,     PUBLISHERS.    PICCADILLY.  7 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.      Collected 

and  Edited,  with  Meinoriai-IntrodLicrion  and  Notes,  by  tne  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  ivo,  cloth  boards,  Itis. 

DAWSON  (ERASMUS,  M.B.)-— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH.  Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra.  .■{••.  ti<l.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2^. 

DE  GUERIN  (MAURICE),  THE  JOURNAL   OF.     Edited  by  G.  S. 

Trebutien.     With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Translated  from  the  2otb  French 
Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.     Fcap.  Svo.  half-bound,  "i*.  <j«l. 

DE  MAISTRE  (XAVIER).-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.    Trans- 

lated  by  Sir  Hesry  Attwell.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  '2>i.  <i<l. 

DE  MILLE  (JAMES).~A  CASTLE  IN  SPAIN.     With  a  Frontispiece. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. :  post  bvo,  illustrated  ooards.  tjs. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.    With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  Svo.  cioth  limp.  'J-*.  ♦>«!. 

DERWENT  (LEITH).  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo.ci.,  lU.Oii.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds..a*^a. 

OUR  LADY   OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DEWAR  (T.  R.).— A   RAMBLE  ROUND   THE  GLOBE.     With  220 

IKustraiions.     Crown  bvo.  cloth  extra,  7;*.  lid. 

DICKEN'S  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo.  illustrated  hoard..  2..  each. 
SKETCHES  BY   BOZ.        |    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.        |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  i»4i-iS70.  With  a  New  Bibliograpby 
Ec:tea  bv  Richa-d   Ke^vf   ■^h'-pherd.     Crown  svo.  cloth   extra.   Cs. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  A'.,fred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78,  tid. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realist-c,  and  Dogmatic.     By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Bre-ver,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo.  c'o^h  extra.  7*.  <>d. 
THE   READER'S   HANDBOOK    OF   ALLUSIONS.  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,    AND 

STORIES.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer.  LL.D.    Wu.-i  an  English  Bibliography. 

S-iventeenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo  cloth  extra   7*.  Od. 
AUTHORS   AND   THEIR    V/ORKS,  VtflTH  THE  DATES.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  29. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.      With  Historical  and  Explana- 

tory  Notes.     Bv  S.^muel  A.  Bent,  A  M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  79.  6€l. 
SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etvmological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  bvo,  cl.,  O9.  6d, 
WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  BioijraDhical  Dictionary.    Bv  F.Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  .5». 
WORDS,  FACTS,   AND    PHRASES:    A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi- 

tne-Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  79.  6d. 

DIDEROT.-THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Notes, 
by  Walter  Hereies  Pollock.  With  a  Pretace  by  Henry  Irving.  Crown  Svo, 
parchment.  4«i.  (>d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEV/ICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustration?.     SquaieSvo,  cloth,  «9. 
FOUR   FRENCHWOMEN.    With  s  Portraits.    Crown  bvo,  buckiam,  gilt  top,  «s. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  8vo.  buckram,  «9.  each. 

DOBSON  (W.   T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.     Post  2V0,  c:oth  limp.  'Js.  t»d. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Pose  ;vo.  ii.ustrated  boards,  '.is.  each:  cioth  limp,  -.is.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER,  i    WANTED'      1     A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
CAUGHT  AT   LASH  IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE    LAW. 

TRACKED   AND   TAKEN.  FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN?       LINK  BY  LINK.        I  DARK  DEEDS. 

SUSPICION  AROUSED.       '     THE  LONG  ARM  OF  THE  LAW,  [Siortly. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  :5s.   fid.  eac>i  :  post  Svo,  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth,  2s.  (>d.  each. 
THE   MAN   FROM   MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  fuil-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 

DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE  :  A  Romance 

cf  tne  ULromar.:ic.     Crcwa  Svo,  cioth  extra,  3s.  Od. 


CHATTO    &.    WINDUS.    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY. 


DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.     with  vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  e*.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham,   'Ihree  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  li.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essaj? 
bv  A.  C.  S.viNBL'RNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.     One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   FromGiFFORp's  Teist.    Edit  by  Col. Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN7SARA  JEANNETTE  :  Mrs.  Ever.^rd  Cotes),  WORKS^BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  (id.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN   AMERICAN   GIRL  IN   LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  tfd.  each. 
A  DAUGHTER  OF  TO-DAY.  |    VERNON'S  AUNT.  47  IHustr.  by  Hal  Hurst. 

DYER  (T.  F.  THISELTON,  M.A.).-FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    6^. 
f;ARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota. 
*"*       tionp,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.     One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE   COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE  (Sip  E.  R.  PEARCE).— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.     With  41  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDISON,  THE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A.  ByW.K.L.and 

A.  Dickson.  With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  Outcalt,  &c.    Demy  4to,  cloth  gilt,  ISs. 

EDWARDES~(MRS.~ANNIE)7 NOVELS  by; 

A    POINT  OF   HONOUR.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  iitl. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  board?,  2s. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-V/ORDS,    FACTS,    ANDTTHRASEST^A 

Dictionary  of  Quaint  Matters.     Crown  Svo,  doth.  7s.  4j<i. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS^BY: 

KITTY.     Post  Svo,  '.is.;  cloth,  -£».  tid.  |  FELICIA.     Post  Svo,  3s. 


EGERTON  (REV.  J.  C.).— SUSSEX   FOLK  AND  SUSSEX   WAYS, 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTONTEDWA'RD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds..2s> 

ENGLISHMAN'S    HOUSE,    THE:   A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House  ;    with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.     By  C.  J, 

Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  6oo  Iliusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6«!, 

EWATDTAXEXrCHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  PRINCE  CHARLES  STUART,  Count  of  Albany 
(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Otl. 

STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  Svo.  cloth. <is. 

EY£ST~OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them.     By  John  Browning,     is. 

17AMIL!AR1;H0RT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

^      Best,  A..\r.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Gtl. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  doth  extra,  4s.  «cl.  each 
THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juveni.e 

Audience.  Edited  bv  Wili-Iam  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustration^. 
ON    THE    VARIOUS    FORCES    OF    NATURE,   AND    THEIR     RELATIONS    TO 

EACH   OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRElMJ.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

V/AR:  Three  Essavs.  reprinted  from  "  Militnrv  Manners."     Cr.  Svo.  Is. ;  el..  Is.  6d. 

fennTgTmanville),  novels  by. 

Crown  Svo   doth  extra,  3s.  6«l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boardc,  2s.  each. 

THi:  NEW  MISTRESS.      |  WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Jis.  Gd.  e^ch. 
THE  TIGER  LILY:  A  Tale  of  Two  Passions.  |  THE  WHITE  VIRGIN. 

Fm-BEC7=^THirCUPB0ARD  PAPERS  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
hiving  and  Dinins.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ijs.  0<5. 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY.  g 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Ulustration?.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5». 

FIRST  BOOK,  MY.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
SELL,  Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudvard  Kipling,  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  M.  Ballantyne, 
I.  Zavgwill,  Morley  Roberts,  D.  Christie  Murray,  Marie  Corelli,  J.  K. 
Jerome,  Johx  Strange  Winter,  Bret  Harte,  "  Q.,"  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L. 
Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations, 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <id.         

FITZGERALD  (PERCY),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  Irom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  ci.,  2s.  6«1. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  jto.  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6«1.  ;  "post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards.  2s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  j  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET 

LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth,  vJ4s. 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.   Cr.  8vo.  cloth.  3s.  <>d. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.     Translated  by 

T.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  2  j8  Illusts.  Medium  8vo,  cloth,  16». 
URANIA  :  A  Romatice.     With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5*. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumpn  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D  D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  <is. 

rONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo,illust.bds.,2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  &vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  po^t  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |         A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR   KNAVE? 

ROPES  OF  SAND.    Illustrated.  j         A  DOG  AND  HIS  SHADOW. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
QUEER  COPHETUA.  |         OLYMPIA.         |         ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW. 

JACK  DOYLE'S  DAUGHTER.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
ESTHER'S  GLOVE.     Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  Svo,  iilust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.  | THE   LAWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Tiiree  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  clotn  boaros.  7s.  Oil,  each.  

PRISWELL(HAIN).-ONEOFTWO:  AXovel.  Post  Svo,  iilust.  bds,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND   THE   OLD  LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Edited  by  John  L.\se.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  1«*.  tid. 

/GARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

^    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND   GREENHOUSE.     By  George  Glenny. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.     By  Tom  and   [ane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD.     By  Francis  G.  Heath.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6 s . 

GARDNER   (MRS.    ALAN). -RIFLE    AND    SPEAR    WITH    THE 

RAJPOOTS:  Being  the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern 
India,  With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the  Author  and  F.  H.  Townsend.  Demy 
4to,  half-bound,  31s. 

GARRETT  (EDWARD).— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS;    A   Novel.     Crown 

»vo,  cloth  extra.  3«<.  ttd.;  post  svo,  illustrated  boards.  'Js. 

GAULOT  (PAUL).— THE  RED  SHIRTS  :    A  Srory  of  the  Revolution. 

Translated  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villiers.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Od. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY. 


GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.    Is.  Monthly.  With  Stories,  Articles 
upon  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  and  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svlvanus  Urban. 
*^*  Bounit  Voluvies  for  recent  years  kept  in  'stuck,  Sn.^A,  each.  Cases  lor  binding,  'is, 

GENTL¥MM^0¥NUAL,  THE.   Published  Annually  in  November.    Is] 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.     Square  8vo.  cloth,  tts.  <><!. ;  gilt  edges,  y*.  <>«<« 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  (Js.  Od.  each  ;  po>^t  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 

LOVING  A  DREAM.  I 

Post  8vo.  illn?;trated  boards,  iis.  each. 


THE   FLOWER   OF  THE   FOREST 

THE   DEAD  HEART. 

FOR   LACK  OF    GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR   THE  KING.  ,   A   HARD   KNOT, 

QUEEN   OF   THE   MEADOW. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 


iN  PASTURES  GREEN. |  HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY . 

GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cL,  Is.  6(1. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                         I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MO  UN  T  AI N.  J 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Three  Serie?,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  v\  icked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan'} 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Pen/ance. 

The  Third  Series:  Comedy  and  Tragedy — Foggerty's  Fairy — Rosencrantz  and 
Guildenstern— Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Kuddigore— The  Yeo- 
men of  the  Guard— The  Gondoliers— The  Mountebanks— Utopia. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  ^s.  ti<l. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selectea  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilblrt  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Cotnpiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Roval  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  tjs.  <>«!. 

GLANVILLE  (ERlTEST),  NCIVELSHBY. 

Crown  &VO,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6«l.  each  ;  pest  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  lilusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER  :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  lilusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST. 

GLENNY  (GEORGE).-A  YEAR'S  WORK  in  GARDEN  and  GREEN- 
HOUSE: Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  ot  the 
Flower,  Fruit  and  Frame  Garden.     Post  8vo.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  t<.  tf«l. 

GODWIN  (WILLIAM).-LIVES  0FTHE^¥CR0MANCERS.    Post 

bvo.  cloth  limp,  'i*. 

GOLDEN   TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Tavlor.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  (id. 

GONTAUT,  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  DUCHESSE  DE  (Gouvernante  to  the 

Children  of  France),  1773-1836.    With  Photogravure  Frontispieces.  Two  Vols., small 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

gOODMAN  (E.  J.).-FATE  OF  HERBERT  WAYNE.    Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
GRAHAM    (LEONARD). —  THE    PROFESS()R'S    WIFE:    A    Stor^. 

Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ^ 

GREEKS"  AND    ROMXNS,    THE    LIFE    OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.     By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With   54S   Illustrations.     Laree  crown  bvo.  cloth  extra,  Ts.  (i<l. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),   NOVIXSTY^ 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza   E.  Chase.     Post  8vp,  illustrated  boards,  2*.. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  8vo.  clo.h  extia,  5s.  ;  post  tvo,  iilutjiraied  boaras,  :»s. 
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GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  Svo.  doth  extra.  3s.  «d.  each. 
TH£  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GRIFFITH  (CECIL).— CORINTHIA  MARAZION :    A  Novel.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  lin.  <»<l. ;  pest  8vo,  illustrated  beards,  'ita. 

GRUNDY  (SYDNEY).— THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY:  A  Passage  ia 

the  Life  of  a  Young  Man.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  tt«l. ;   post  "^vo,  boards,  "jis, 

HABBERTON   (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS   BY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  ^s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  tis*.  4i<l.  each. 
BRUETON'S   BAYOU. I  COUNTRY   LUCK. 

HAIR,    THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease,     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo.  Is.  ;   cloth.  Is.  fid. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.    Cr.svo.ci.  ex.,  tis.each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  !^s. 

HALL  (MRS.  S.  C.).-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     With 

numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and   Wood  by  Maclise,   Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '^is.  tttl. 

HALUDAY~(AND~RTW').-EVERY-DAYPAPERSr  Post  Svo,  2s.  ~~ 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.   By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.   Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  Jis.  iiti, 

HANKY-PANKY  :    Easy  Tricks,    White   Magic,   Sleight  of  Hand,  &<:. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremf.r.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  4«<.  <><l, 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).-PAUL   WYNTER'S   SACRIFICEr^ 
HARDY   (THOMAS).-UNDER   THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  3s.    ttd. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  t^s.  ;  cloth  limp,  gs.  6d. 

HARPER  (CHARLES  G.),   WORKS  BY.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADOINGTON  TO  PENZANCE:  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.  105  lllusts. 

HARWOOD   (J.    BERWICK).  —  THE    TENTH    EARL.      Post    bvo, 

illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  «*.  each, 
THE   ART  OF   BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF   DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  (id. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demv  Svo,  cloth  limp,  !is.  ««l. 
CHAUCER   FOR  CHILDREN.     38  lllusts.  (8  Coloured).     Sm.  4to.  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.R.,M.A.).-AMERICANHUMORISTS:  Washington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crnwn  8vo.  cloth  extra,  iis. 

HAWLEY  SMARfT—  WITHOUT    LOVE   OR   LICENCE:    A   Novel. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  .3*.  Od.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '.js. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ms.  each. 
GARTH.  !    ELLICE  QUENTIN.     |    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |      DUST. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME.  DAVID     POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  ear:h. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover.  Is. 


HAWTHORNE  (NATHANIEL).-OUR  OLD  HOME.    Annotated  uim 

Passages   from   the   Author's  Note-books,    and  Illustrated  with  31   Photogravures 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  1.5s. 

HEATH  (FRANCIS  GEORGE).— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT 

I  GREW  THERE.    Crown  Svo,  cioth  extr-i.  gilt  edges,  fts. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post -vo.  doth  limp. -Js.tid.eacb 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    | SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

lYAN  DE  BIRON  :  A  Novel.     Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  *>Js» 
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HENDERSON   (ISAAC).— AGATHA  PAGE  :    A  Novel.     Crowa  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  Ss.  ttd. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),   NOVELS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each. 

RUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.    »  Illusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Presentation  Ed.,  5s. 
DOROTHY'S  DOUBLE. 

HERMAN   (HENRY).— A    LEADING    LADY.      Post  8vo,  iilustrated 

boards,  tj*. ;  cloth  extra,  tjs.  <id. 

HERRlCK^S^^OBEXTy~HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.     With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P.  :  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cl.  bds..  !»!*► 

HERTZKMDp.  TH¥0D0R).— FREELAND:    A  Social  Anticipation. 
Translated  Dy  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  tivo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


HESSE- WARTEGG  (CHEVALIER  ERNST  VON). -TUNIS  :  The  Land 

and  the  Pt-ople.     With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ;is.  till. 

HlLir(HEADON).-ZAMBRATHElDETECTIVE.    Post  8vo," illustrated 

boards,  'is. ;  cloth,  gs.  titt. 

HILL  (JOHN),  V^ORKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post8vo,Js.    |    THE  COMMON  AHCESTOR.  Cr.Svo,  3s.  6d> 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  witb 

Cotiee  Houses,  Clubs,  ike.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6d, 

HOEY  (MRS.  CASHEL).-THE  LOVER'S  CREED.     Post  8vo,  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 


HOLMES  (GORDON,  M.D.).— THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUC- 

TION  AND  VOICE  PRESERVATION.    Crown  Bvo.  Is. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordon 

Thomson.   Post  8vo.  cloth  limp  '2s.  dd, — Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  3s. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  '2». 

HOOD'S  (THOMASyCHOlCE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.     With  8:;  Illusts.     Post  8vo,  half-bound.  3s. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.    With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C- 
Barnes.     Square  8vo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7«.  6d. 

HOOPER  (MRS.  GEO.).— THEHOUSE  OF  RABY.    Post  8vo.  bdi^^^ 
HOPKINS   (TIGHE).  — *"TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"    A  Novef. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3s. 

HORNE  (R.  HENGIST).-ORION  :  An  Epic  Poem.   With  Photographic 

Portrait  by  Summers.     Tenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts. 

KUNGERFORD   (MRS.,  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn.'),  NOVELS   BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each  :  cloih  limp,  3s.  t»«l.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   I    IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL.  I    A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  iUust.  boards,  3s, 
THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.     Crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  38.  «d. 
THE  THREE  GRACES.     Two  Vol-;..  IPs,  nen. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each:  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON, 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  (>d. 

HUNT'S   (LEIGH)   ESSAYS:    A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c. 
Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier,     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  39. 
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HUTCHISON  (W.  M.).  — HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.     With  25 

Illustrations.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra.  ii».  6d» 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of  :M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 
bis  M etbod.  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  eytra.  iin. 

HYNE  (C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE). -HONOUR  OF  THIEVES.     Crown  8vo^^~ 

cloth  extra,  3)*.  ft«l. 

IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.    Profusely  Illustr.    6d.  Monthly. 
The  first  Six  Vols,  now  ready,  cl.  extra,  .3^.  each;  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  ttd.each. 

INDOOR    PAUPERS.     By  One  of  Thf.m.     Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  hd^^. 

INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER'S 

MANUAL.     By  T- Trevgr-Davi-^s.     Crown  8vo.  Iw. ;  cloth,  la.  (>tl. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,    SONGS   OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  svo.  cloth  iimp.  3s.  ijtl. ^___ 

JAMES  (C.  T.  C). -A   ROMANCE   OF  THE  QUEEN'S   HOUNDS. 

Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  li*. ;  cloth -limp,  l«.  <»<l.j 

JAMESON  (WILLIAM). -MY    DEAD^SELF.     Post  8vo.   illustrated 

boards,  '2».;  cloth,  tjs.  6d. 

JAPP  (ALEX.  H.,  LL.D.).— DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  S^c     Cr.  Bvo,  5s. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),    NOVELS   BY.      Posi  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  '^s.  each. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEH.       |    THE   QUEEN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  doth  limp,  i*.  <«1.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS.  I   THE   OPEN   AIR, 

■^**  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  ..rown  &vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  Cf*.  each. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.   By  Sir  Walter  Besant.  With  a  Photo- 
fjraph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fts. 

JENNINGS  (HENRY  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 

LORD  TENNYSON;  A  Biograp.nical  Sketch.      Prst  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

JEROME  (JEROME  K.),  BOOKS  BY. 

STAGELAND.    With  64  Iilusts.  by  J,  Bernard  Partridge.  Fcap.  410,  pict.  cov..  Is. 

JOHN  INGERFIELD,  &c.    With  9  Iilusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd  and  John  Gulich.    Fcc.p. 

Svo,  picture  cover.  1<*.  6d. 

JERROLD  (DOUGLAS).-THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  and  THE  HEDGE- 
HOG LETTERS.    Po~t  8vo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound.  2*. 

JERROLD  (TOM),    WORKS   BY.   Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth  hmp,  1».  O^l.  each. 
THE   GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 

JESSE  (EDWARD).-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY 

LIFE.     Post  Svo.  clotn  limp,  2s. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  V/ORKS  BY.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  e^tra.  7«.  «d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly   300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition.  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.     Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  ana  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eges,  Luck.  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:    A  H'story  of  Regalia.     With  too  Illustrations. 
JONSON'S   (BEN)   WORKS.      With    Notes  Critical  and   Explanatory, 
and  a  Biograpnical   Memoir   by  William  Gifford.     Edited  by  Colonei  Cunning- 
ham.    Three  Vols.,  crown  '^■vo.  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.  Translated  by  Whiston. 
Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  or  the  lews."  With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  half-bound.  12s.  <id. 

TTEMPT  (ROBERT). -PENCIL  AWD  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and 
Artists.     Post  bvo,  cloth  limp,  2».  ttd. 
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KERSHAW  (MARK).— COLONIAL  FACTS  &  FICTIONS  :  Humorous 

Sketches.     Post  8vo.  illr.sti  :^ted  boards.  'j««. ;  cioch.  '£<*.  ♦><>. 

KEYSER  (ARTHUR).— CUT  BY  THE  MESS:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  1^.  i  cloth  limp,  Is.  tfd, 

KING  (  RTASHE).  novels  BY.     Cr.  8  -o,  cl.,  S*.  ea.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds..  -i^.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAiyiE.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THii  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  board'=,  'Jj*.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE.  I         BELL  BARRY. 


T  AMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    V/ORKS,   in    Prose   and  V 

^  incluoiii^  "  Pcetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."     Edited,  with  Note 


KNIGHT  (WILLIAM,  M.R.C.S.,  and  EDWARD,  L.R.C.P.).-THE 

PATIENT'S  YADE  MECUM  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benctit  from  Medical  Advice. 
Cro-vii  Svo,  Is*.;  cloth  limp,  !«*.  fid. 

KNICjHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
hdited.  with  an  Introduction,  bv  the  .Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.   Cr  hv^q   -1.  ex.  6». 

''erse, 

^^^ _^        Jotes  and 

introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pis.''     Crown  Svo,  half-bound,  7».  6<!. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  2s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  troai  his 
Letters  bv  Percy  Fitzgerald.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  6d. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Po'trait.     Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-bd.,  tim.  iitl.^ 

LANDOR  (WALTER~SAVAGE).-CITATION   AND  EXAMINATION 

OF  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE,  ^c,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer- 
stealin-^  igth  S'-ptember,  15S2.  To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER 
EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the  Earl  ot  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595. 
Fcap  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  '^'j.  <i«l. 

LANETIEDWaKD  WILLIAM).  -  THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE 

NIGHrS,  commonly  called  in  England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAIN- 
MENTS. Translated  from  the  Arabic,  with  Notes.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Eu'^ravinc's  trom  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Prelace  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  7».  6«i.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS~RY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    VVith  lUusts.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  Us.  Cd. 
ANECDOTES  OF   THE  CLSRGY.     Post  Svo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  2a. 
Post  Svo,  Cloth  limp,  2s.  6<l.  each. 

FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. _J THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo.pict.  cover,  is.  ea.;  cloth,  Is.Od.ea. 
HARRY  FLODYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR   YOUNG  SHOOTERS:  .\  GuHe  to  Polite  Talk. 

LTIGH^(HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY.  u     ^-   u    v        ^ 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAiNE.    Printed  on  band-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5». 
JEUX  D'E SPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo.  clotn  limp.  2s.  6«1. 


LEPELLETIER  (EDMOND). -MADAME   SANS-GENE.      Translated 

from  the  French  by  J.  A  J.  de  Villiers.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'^s.  6d. 

LEYSTJOHmT^tHEjjNDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo.inust.bds..2s. 
LINDSrrTHARRY).-RHODA    ROBERTS  :    A  Welsh  Mming  Story. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  <>d.    _  ^ 

LINTOITTE.  LYNN),  WORKS  BY.    Pp/tsvo  ciothump,  2s.  Od.each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  ^^___OURSELYES:  Essays  on  Wo.men. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth'extra,  3^^«d.each;  post  Svo,  ill"strated  boards.  2s.  each. 
PVTRICIA  KEMBALL.  !  lONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF   Li  AM  D^  "MY   LOVE!"    1  SOWING  THE  WIND. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST.^^ LpASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each.  

THE   REBEL   OF   THE  FAMILY.  I         WITH  A   SILKEN  THREAD. 

THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.     Cro'v  Svo.  cloth  exfa,  3s.  «d. 

FREESHOOTING  ;  Extracis'uon:  Works  ot  Mrs.  Linton     Post  Svo,  clo*h,  2s.^d.^ 

LUCY""(HENRY  W.).-GlDEON    FLEYCE :    A  Novel.      C^wn   Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.;  post  tivo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

■^'^  TERESA   ITASCA.     Crowu  8vo,  cloth  extra.  1*. 

BROKEN  Y/INGS.     VVitn  6  Illusts.  by  W.  I.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  fis. 

McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  v/orks  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accessicn  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i85o.  Four  Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  liJs.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <>.x.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  i8S6,  in  Two  Vols., 
large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ?■«•.  <>«l.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  «s. 
— .\lso  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tiw.  4>d. 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vo's.  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

Itjsi.  each. _^  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  pxtra.  rj*.  fid.  each:    post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  ti-.  each  :  cl.  limp,  3s.  Od. each. 


THE  WATERDALE    NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY   DISDAIN. 


DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE   COMET  OF   A   SEASON. 
MAID    GF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  G;rl  with  a  Fortune. 
THE  DICTATOR. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE.  !  F.ED  DIAMONDS. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,aEd  Mrs.  Campbell 
Praed.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  it*, 

McCarthy  tjustin  huntly),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  Four  Vols.,  Svo,  l'^*.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  readv. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.  Crown  Svo,  Ih.  :  cloth.  In.  «»d. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  179S-1S86.     Crown  Svo,  clcth,  «s. 

HAFIZ  IN  LONDON  :  Poeii^^^      Small  Svo.  gold  cloth,  li'i,  ttd. 


OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  l*.  ♦,  cloth  liiiiF,  1*.  6d. 

DOOM!  An  Atlantic  Episode.     Crown  Svo,  pxture  cover,  3«. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Ix.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  1m.  <>d. 

THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  DAYS.     2  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  cr.  6vo,  I'J.s. 

A   LONDON    LEGEND.     Three  Vols,  crown  >vs  13)^.  re-. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '.is. 

EDNOR  WHITLQCK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, «s. _^ 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.).  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,cl.,  gilt  edges,  in  doth 

case.  "^In,     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  ti«.  6d.  each. 

Vol.     I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  Songs. 

„     III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
,,     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  ]      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight. 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Rivven. — The  Castle. — The  Bkokln 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. —  Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.     Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Autl.or.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  l*.is. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3<*.  Od. 
PHANTASTES:  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Llustrations  by  J.  Bell.    Crown  Svo, 

clotn  extra.  3.*.  <»d. 
LILITH:  A  Romanre.    Crown  ^vo.  cloth  extr.^.  Hv^. fShorilv. 

MACDONELL  (AGNES).-QUAKER  COUSINS.    Post  Svo.  boards,  2r.. 
MACGREGOR  (ROBERT).-PASTIMES  and  PLAYERS  :    Notes  on 

►^opular  Gaii.e-.     ^nst  8vo.  cloth  Hmp,  M*.  tid. 

P.IACKAY  (CHARLES,  LL.D.). -INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES; 

or,  Mutic  at  Tw.ligLt.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  li'*. 
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MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Bioj<raphical,  Critical, 
Biblio;iraphical,  and  Anecdotal — illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  toriner  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  bv  Williani  Bates.  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  rl^th  evtr^,  7*.  fi<l. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  e*.  each. 
IN  THE    ARDENNES.     With  "^o  Illustrations  bv  THO^tAS  R.    Macquoid. 
PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.   34  Illustrations. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.     With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH   BRITTANY.     With  35  Illustrations  bv  T.  R.  Macquoid.  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67   Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  '-3s.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  St-ories.    |  L03T   ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  v.ith  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.     With  200  Illustration';.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  pxt'-a.  4«.  #»«!. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     Bv  T.  C    Hepworth.     10  Illustrationi.     Cr.  8vo.  1*. ;  cloth.  I'd.  <><l. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Origmal  in  the  British 
Museum.  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblq^oned  in  (iold  and  Colours,  5*. 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   NEW   REPUBLIC.     Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  3-. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  «d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
POEMS.     Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  «s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards.  3.'<. 

MALLORY    (SIR    THOMAS).-MORT    D'ARTHUR :    The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  01  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 
Montgomerie  Ranking.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  "in, 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  7s.  6.1.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  V/ORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Lite.  Portrait,  and  nuinerrms  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING   IT,  and   INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.     With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE   INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or.  New  Piierim's  Proeress.     With  2:14  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-bhilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED   AGE.     Bv  Mark  Twain  and  G.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAV/YER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A   TRAMP   ABROAD.     With  sii  Illnstrations. 
THE   PRINCE   AND  THE  PAUPER.     With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.     With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3*.  each. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.      I         MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<1.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hcrst,  &c. 
lOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.     With  26  Illustrations  bv  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON.     With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  Loeb. 
THE  £1.000,000  BANK-NOTE.     Cr.  Svo.  cloth.  3».  61I. :   pest  8vo,  picture  bds.,  38. 

MARKS  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PENCIL  SKETCHES  BY.    With^ 

Photogravures  and  126  lilugtrations.     Two  V^ol~.,  demv  Svo,  cloth,  .'S3s. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.    Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Intronuctions.  bv  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tt*. 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOV^ELS    BY.      Post  Svo.illust.  boards,  Ss.each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

OPEN  :    SESAME  I  I  W^RITTEN  IN  FIRE. 


MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 
by  Col.  cU-nNinghau.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  €is. 
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MASTERMAN  f  J.). -HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.    Post 

8vo,  iliustrated  boards,  !is. 

MATTHEWS  (BRANDER).-A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.    Post  Svo. 

illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2*.  Cd. 

MAYHEW  (HENRY).-LONDON  CHARACTERS  &  THE  HUMOROUS 

SIDE  OF  LONDON  LIFE.     With  Illustrations.      Crown  8vo,  clotb.  3-^.  6i!. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  FORTUNE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.6(1. 

IN  AN  IRON  GRIP.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  lOs.  net. 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CHARMER.    Three  Vols.,  los.  n^t.       [Shrrt'y. 

MERRICK  (LEONARD).-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  ijs. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.     By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  lUusts.    Cr.  Svn.  cloth  extra,  7«*.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS    (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  a*,  each.  ~ 
TOUCH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER  (MRS.  F.  FENWICK).— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG; 

or.  The  House  of  Life.     With  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  ti*.  tid. 

MiLTON  (J.    L.  ),"~W0RKS~BY7~  Post  Svo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  «d.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE   OF   THE    SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF   THE    SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  Svo.  Is. 

MINTO(WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.8vo,ls. ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

MITFORD   (BERTRAM),  NOVELS   BY.  down  Svo,  doth  extra.  3s.  «d.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.     With  Six  full-pase  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
RENSHAW  FANNING'S  QUEST.     With  a  Fr^ntisp=e~e  by  Stanley.  L.  Wood. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.     Crown  Svo.  clotb.  1«.  ttd. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  Svo.  half-bound,  3s. 
PROSE  AND  YERSE.    With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs   of    Lord 
Byron.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.     Cr  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  ys,  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  3Y. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3s.;  cloth,  28. 6d. 
THE   DEAD   MAN'S  SECRET;    or.  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  post  Svo,  iliustrated  boards,  3s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 
12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;is.  Od. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
VAL   STRANGE. 
HEARTS. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
BOB  MARTIN'S  Little  GIRL. 
TIME'S  REVENGES. 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD. 

A  MODEL  FATHER. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO 

CYNIC  FORTUNE. 

BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA.  I A  WASTED  CRIME 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
IN  DIREST  PERIL. 

MOUNT  DESPAIR,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  Grenville  Manton. 
THE  MAKING  OP   A    NOYkLIST  :    An   Experiment  in   Autobiography.    With  a 
Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  Svo,  art  linen.  6s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Hm,  iiil.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  |  THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE, 


MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bd..,  3s.  ea.;  cl.,  3s.  6d.ea. 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     |         A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 


j3 
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^EWBOLT  (HENRY).- 

cl   ih  boards,  1^.  <»•«. 


-TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.     Fcap.  Svo. 


K 

NiSbET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UPI"    CiownSvo,  cloth  extra,  3s. <id. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis, 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Pest  8vo,  illustrated  beards,  iis. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
Yi/HERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illustrations.   Square  tivo,  cloth  extra,  r».Od. 

NORRIS  (WrE.),  NOVELS~BY. 

ST.  ANN'S.    Cr.Svo,  cl   ex.,  3s.«d.  |  BILLY  BELLEW.   T^vo  Vols. cr.  Svo,  10s.net 


0 


'HANLON    (ALICE),    NOVELS   BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2».  each. 
THE   UNFORESEEN.  |    CHANCE?    OR   FATE? 


GHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iis.  each, 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |         A  LAST  LOVE. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3:-.  iid.,  post  Svo.  picture  boards,  a*. 

OUPHANTTMRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  -^s.  each. 
THE   PRIMROSE   PATH.  I  V/HITELADIES. 

THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 


O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).— LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 
DIANS: Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail.    100  Illu'^ts.bv  P.Frenzfny.    Crown  ?<vo.  3s.  titl, 

()'REILLYTMRS.).-PH(EbE'S  FORTUNES.     .Post  avo.  liiust.  bds..  2s. 

OUIDA,   NOVELS   BY.      Cr.Svo.cl.,  3s.  «d.  each;  po^tSvo.illust.  bds.,  ti.«.  each. 


HELD  IN  BONDAGi 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.       I  IDALIA. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL.  I  SIGNA. 

TWO  WOODEN  SHOES. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 

ARIADNE. 

FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS.    I    PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN   MAREMMA.  |  WANDA* 
BirrlBI.  I      SYRLIN. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEEOY.  1  RUFFINO. 


1  Square  8vo,  cloth  extia,  5*.  each. 

BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.     With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA.  &c.     Square  favo,  cloth,  Os. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,   3s.  ^d.^  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.s. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Qs.  ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<J. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  vis. 

PAGE  (H."A:)r~WORKS^BY. 

■*■     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.     Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  .5s> 

PAYN   (JAMES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  tid.  each;   post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2^.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD.  FED. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE'RE  PAINT- 
BY  PROXY.    FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 
A  GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 

Pos 

HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE   FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE   FAMILY  SCAPEGR.A,CE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 


CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE   CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


1    FROM  EXILE.       t      HOLIDAY  TASKS. 
THE   CANON'S  WARD. 
THE   TALK   OF  THE   TOY/N. 
GLOW-WORM   TALES. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 
THE   WORD  AND   THE   WILL. 
THE   BURNT   MILLION. 

SUNNY  STORIES.  |  A  TRYING  PATIEIIT, 

vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
FOUND   DEAD. 
GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 
A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 
MIRK  ABBEY. 
SOME   PRIVATE  VIEWS.   . 
NOT   WOOED,  BUT  WON. 
TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REV/ARD» 
THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 
HALVES. 

FALLEN   FORTUNES. 
WHAT   HE   COST  HER. 
KIT:   A  ■'MEMORY. 
A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 


IN  PERIL  AND   PRIVATION.     17  Illustrators.     Crown  ^vo.  clo-h,  3s.  TmI. 
KOTES  FROM   THE  "NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Ij^.  ;  cloth,  Is.  0;I» 


CHATTO    &    VVINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY.  19 

PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Pre;ace  by  Sir 
Bartle  Frere.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  6fJ. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boa'ds,  '2*. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.  A  New  Translation,  with  His- 
torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  Svo,  c.ioth  hmp.  r^*. 

PAUL  (MARGARET   A.).-GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.     With  Frontis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  8vo,  cioth.  3>*.  0<l. ;  post  bvo,  illust.  boards.  ti«. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  &vg,  ci..  'is.  6d.  each! 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.     Witti  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  lull-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  bv  H   C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo  is.  each:  clom  l,.6.i.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  b>  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  5vo.  1».  :  cioih,  1-..  Hd. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY  LOVELACE.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  'ir». 


PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  7».  «d. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  iSig-iSjg.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,6s. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.     With  Notes  and  Life 
of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.   Langhorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  lO*.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  bv  CHAt;.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6cl. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  '.js. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  Svo,  iiiust  bd... '.i*.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.          |          THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.     Crown  bvo,  cloth,  Ss.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  t2s. 
CHRISTINA  CHARD.    Crown  8^0.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  IJ-.  6<l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


PRINCESS    OLGA.— RADNA  :  A  Novel.      Crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  6s. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Cd. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  avo,  «s. 
FAMILIAR   SCIENCE   STUDIES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Os. 

SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  bvo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.    With  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6il. 

PRYCE  (RICHARD).-MISS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.    Frontis- 

piece  by  Hal  Ludlovv".     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.,  "in, 

^MBOSSON    (J.).  — POPULAR    ASTRONOMY.      With    Coloured 

Plate  and  numerous  Il'-ustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

RANDOLPH~(LIEUT.-COL.    GEORGE,    U.S.A.). -AUNT    ABIGAIL 

DYKES;  A  No-eU     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

RlDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),   NOVELS  BY. 

WEIRD  STORIES.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  3». 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  'Js.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.  I  FAIRY   WATER. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  I         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

PARTY.                                                   I          THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.     |  IDLE  TALES. 

RIVES  (AMELIE).— BARBARA   DERING  :  A  Sequel  to  "The  Quick  or 
the  Dead    "    Crown  Svo,  clo.h  extra,  3ai.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  ^vo.  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  ttil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  3s.  6d.— And  a  Library  Edition  of 

Pf-t,  WoFFiN'nxoN  ard  Christie  Johnstone,  in  One  Vol..  or.  Svo,  clotb.  3s.  6«f. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzevir  stvle,  leap.  Svo,  half-leather,  lis.  Cd. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  the  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  portrait  cover,  ttd.  ;  cloth,  Is. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust.  Helen  Patekson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A    THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    lilusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keese, 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene.— Also  the 

Elzevir  Edition,  with  Introduction  by  Besant,  4  vols.,  post  Svo,  cioth  gilt,  14s. 
HARD   CASH.     Tlhistrated  by  F.  W.  Lau'son. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S,  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  bv  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFA'CE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab, 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  byE.A.  Abbey,  &c. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo.  6d.  each  :  cloth,  Is.  each. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.   1    IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEKD, 

PEG  V/OFFINGTON^;  and  CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE. 

BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &:c.     Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  Is. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARXES  READE.  Post  Svo.  cloth,  3s.ed. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  ed.eacn. 
OUR  OLD   COUNTRY   TOWNS.     With  ^5  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof.  &c. 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With. 
37  Illustrations  bv  George  Cruikshank.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  3s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  ex..  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s.  each. 
THE   POETS'  BIRDS.                                 THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE   POETS  AND   NATURE:   REPTILES,  FISHES.  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    Wuh 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  3s. 

ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.     Handsomelv  rrint<='d. .»«. 

ROSENGARTEN  (A.).— HANDBOOK  OF  ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES. 

Translated  bv  W.  Collett-Sandars.   With  6^9  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  tiif. 

ROWLEY    (HON.    HUGH),   WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  doth.  3s.  6d.each.~ 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s.  each:  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.  '3s.  each  :  cloth  limr.  2s.  6«1.  ea. 

ROUND  THE   GALLEY-FIRE,  I    A   BOOK   FOR   THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE   WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAP." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^ I    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  ea. :  post  Hvo.  illust.  boards,  3s.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  3*.  Oii,  ei. 

OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.  |  ALONE  ON  WIDE  WIDE  SZd. 

ON   THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  Svo.  illust.  boards.  3s. :  cloth  limp,  3s.  Oil. 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  "MOHOCK."    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  10.«.  net. 

THE  PHANTOM  DEATH,  &c.    With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

THE  CONVICT  SHIP,     Three  Vols.,  crown  *<vo,  15s.  net. 

IS  HE  THE  MAN  ?     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
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RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.     Fcs.  =.0.  bds..  2*.ea.:  c ..  3*.  6d.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.          j    GRACE  BALHAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. j 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  COUNTRY  SWEETHEART.     Crcwn  Svo,  clch  extra.  3s.  6<1.                      ISepK 
THE  DRIFT  OF  FATE.    Th^ee  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  15*.  net. 

QAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

'-'  Cr-^wn  ;vo.  clotn  extra,  3«.  6d.  ea:h  :    post  Svo.  illust.  boards.  38.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     Note  bv  Ci.:ver  V.endeli.  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.     MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICTS.  |  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER,. 

Fca-'.  5vc.  c.ctr.  c:  =  :d5,  1-..  tid.  -ach. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART. MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

Crown  5vo,  cicta  extra,  3».  6d.  e=icb. 
ORCHARD  DAMEREL.                      |    IN  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WORLD. 
THE  TREMLETT  DIAMONDS.     Twc  Vcs..  lO*.  ret. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.  Post  Svo.  boards.  2s> 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

cf  -ze  Sanson  Family  'i5B5  to  iS^"  .     Crovrn  ;vo.  :.::c  extra.  3*.  Od. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  -vo.  cJoth  extra.  3s.  ttd.  each;  po^t  £to.  i:lnstratpd  boards.  *3«i.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.         THE   LION   IN   THE  PATH.  1     THE  TWO  DREAMERS^ 
BOUND  TO   THE   WHEEL.     Crc-vn -:   co-  extra.  38.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY.  . 

Crc-s-n  :vo.  c.o-n  extra.  3*.  «>d.  eac::;  r  :=t  ;vo.  i;;:=t-ated  boards,  3s.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  T  HEART   SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  i    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  HERRYWEATHER.    Post  ;vc.  illustrated  boards,  28, 

GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo.  cktn  extra.  3s.  6d. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present  :  Experiences  of  37  Year's.  By 
£x-Ch:ef-Inspectcr  CAr.A.NAG:-i.     Post  Svo.  illustratei  beards,  gs. ;  cloth.  '38.  Gd. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  v.-ith  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taitiir,?  Experin^ents  in  Drawing-room  cr  "White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
V\"it;i  £Oo  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cicth  extra.  -4«>.  ttd. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

ct  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  57  Illustraticns.     Crown  t;vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Mars  and  16  Illttsts.    Crown  Svo.  clcth  extra.  Cs. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.  Pest  Svo.  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
SERGEANT  (A.).— DR.  ENDICOTT'S  EXPERIMENT.  2  vols.,  10s.  net. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Iliusts..  co  oured  and  tDlain.  z"  ' .  Movr  >m:th.     Cr.  i'.o.  .3«.  6d. 

SHARP  (WILLIAM). -CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW:  A  Novel. 
SHELLEY  (PERCY  BYSSHE),  THE  COMPLETE  V/ORKS  IN  VERSE 

AND    PROSE    OF.      Edited.   Prefaced,    and    Artttotated  by  K.    Hekne  Shepherd. 
F  v^  V-;=..  c'c-vn  Svo,  cioth  beards,  3s.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 
VoL      I    Iu:ro:uct:on  by  the  Editor:  Porthuntous  Frasrr.entscf  Margaret  Nicholson;  SheHey's  Corre- 
s-or.der.ce  »::h  Stockdale;  The  Wander.nq  Jew:  r-jeea  Mafa,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  ether  Poems  :  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Protnetheus  Unbound;  Adonais.  Sec 
Vol.    II.  Laor.  and  Cjthna  :  The  Cen ci :  Jiniaa  and  Madda^o;   SweiJ'oot  Uie  Tyran: ;    The  Witch  OJ 

.\tl=s;  Epips^chidion:  Hellas. 
Vri  ITI    p^.;-:-m->us  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
\"o:       I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  IrevEe  :  the  Dub'.ir.  ard  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  :  Letters  to  Leig^h  Huct.  and  seme  Mir.or  V.-rinn?s  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essavs;  Letters  from  Abroaa  :  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY, 
Wirh  a  Biblifgraphy  -.•'  Shei'ey.  and  an  Ir.dei  of  the  Prose  AVorks. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).— ROGUES  :  A  Novel,  c-c-^^^  s.o.  i^. ;  cirth.  i>>.  6d.~ 
SHERIDAN  (GENERAL  P.  H.),   PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF.    With 

Portraits  and  Facsimiles.    Two  Vols.,  dercy  eve,  clctc.  "248. 
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.SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lite  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  lUusts.  Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  tid. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plajs.    Po:>t  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  tis. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE   SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biograpnicai  Sketch,  by 
BR.A.NDER  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  I'^i^.  <i(l. 

:SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  'P0ETICAL"W0RKS,  includ^ 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.E.  Grosart,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  ISs. ,_ 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters,  by  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  ■?!>*.  <>«>. 

;SIMS(GEO.  R.),  WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo,illust.bds..iis.ea;cl.  limp,  tis.Od.ea. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE   RING  0'  BELLS. 
MARY  JANE'S   MEMOIRS. 
MARY   JANE   MARRIED. 
TINKLETOP'S  CRIME. 
ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 


TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.   With  ^o  Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY. 

MY  TWO  WIVES. 

SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOa:. 


Crown  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is.  each  :  clnth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
.      HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 

THE   DAGONET  RECITER  AND   READER:    beuig   Readings   and   Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  bv  George  R.  Sims. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGOHET  DITTIES. 
DAGONET  ABROAD.    Crown  «vo,  coth.  3s.  «>a. [Shorty. 

'SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4«1.;  cloth,  <>d. 

SKETCHLEY  (ARTHUR).  — A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    Post  «vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2*. 
SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :    Etymological,    Historical,  and   Anec- 
dotal.    Crown  avo,  cloth  extra,  <>».  <>«!. 

SMITH  (J.  M0YR)7"W0RKS  BY. 

THE   PRINCE   OF   ARGOLIS.    With  1^0  Illusts.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  «>*.  fid. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  Svo.  cloth.  On. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.     Crown  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Ic.  6d. 

SOCIETY   IN   PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  benes  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

MMEMET~(L0RD~HENRY).  —  SONGS    OF   ADIEU,     ^mall  4to, 

lapanese  vellum,  fis. 


SPALDING  (T.  a.,   LL.B.).— ELIZABETHAN   DSMONOLOGY 

Essay  on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  ot  Devils.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .>.«>. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  WO;~NOVELS^  BY. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  beards,  2s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I      THE  GOLDEN   HOOP. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  I      BACK  TO  LIFE. 

HOODWINKED;     and    THE    SANDY-  I      THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
CROFT   MYSTERY.  I      BURGOS  ROMANCE. 

QUITTANCE  IN  FULL. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  Is.  fid.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE. I         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT   MYSTERY.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

A  SECKET  OF  THE  SEA.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. 

THE  GREY  MONK.     Three  Vols  ,  1.5s.  net.  


."SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3».  fitl. 

STARRYTEAVENS    (THE) ;    A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.      Royal 

ifimo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  fid. 

STEDMANTET^C),    works    by.      Crown  Svo  cloth  extra,  »s.  each. 
VICTORIAN   POETS.  I         THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAGE).-THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE  :  A  Novel. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  tid. :  oost  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  "£>*,  

STEVENSON  (R.   LOUIS), ^ORKS  BY.    Postsvo.ciTump. 'Js.Gd7^^ 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  68.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS. 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS. 

THE  MERRY  MEN. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS. 

VIRGIHIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.       |     BALLADS.    |    PRINCE   OTTO^ 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essayg. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  Ss. 

THE   SUICIDE   CLUB;   and   THE    RAJAH'S   DIAMOND.    (From  New  Arabian. 
Nights. 1     With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.     Crown  8vo,  clotb,  5s. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to   the  Rev.  Dr.    Hyde.     Crown  ivo,  hand- 
made and  brown  paper.  Is. 


With  Frf^nfisp-pce  bv  J.  D.  Strong. 
I    UNDERWOODS:  Poems. 


THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OF  THE  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN- 
SON. 20  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  This  lidif'on  (which  is  limited  to  i.ooo  copies)  is  sold- 
only  in  Sets,  the  price  of  which  may  be  learned  frcm  the  Booksellers.  The 
Vols,  are  appearing  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginniiig  Nov.  1804. 

STODDARD  (C.  WARREN).-SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH: 

SEAS.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<!. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  xNotices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  ZiMMERN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6fl.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tJs.. 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  INT  C0PPER~C YLINDER. 

Cr.  8vo,  clcth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  ihusr.  bds.,  '2t. 
STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Con  an  Doyle,  Percy"Fitzgerald,  Flor- 

EN'CE  Markyat.  fiC.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  '-Js, 

STRUTT    (JOSEPH).— THE    SPORTS    AND    PASTlMtS    Oi^'    THE 

PEOPLE  OF  ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Tune. 
Edited  by  William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  T^s.  6«I«. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Memoir, 

Portrait, and  Facsimiles  ot  the  Maps  in"  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  7s.  6<l,. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A   TALE    OF   A    TUB.      Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ^s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  Bv  J.  Churton  Cor.LiNS.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ^».s., 


SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     1-caix  ivo,  6s. 

ATALANTA  in  CALYDON.     Crown  gvo.  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  .\  Tra^'edv.     Cru'.vn  hvo,  7b. 

POEMS  AND  BALLAJJS.  tlRST  iJERItS.  Crown 
dvo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  SECOND  Series. 
Crov.n  Svo,  93. 

POEMS  &  BALLADS.    THIRD  SERIES  Cr.  Svo,  7s. 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.     Crown  tvo,  10s.  6d. 

BOTHWELL  :    A  Tra-c-dv.     Crown  Svo.  12s.  6d. 

SO^GS   OF  TWO  NATIONS.     Crown  bvo,  6s. 

G>:ORGE  CHAPMAN,  (.^ed  Vol.  IL  of  o.  CHAP- 
MAN S  "Works. 1     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

ESSAYS  AND  STUDIE3.     Crown  8vo,  12s. 

ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 


Svo,  6Si.. 
Svo,  6s. 


A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE. 

SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Cro 

STUDIES  IN  SONG.     Croun  Svo.  Ts. 

MARY  STUART:    A  Trasfedy     Crown  Svo,  Ss. 

TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.     Crown  cvo,  9s. 

A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.     Su-.a  Uto,  B.^. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  i\o.  7s. 

MARINO  .FALIERO  :    A  Trafjedv.     Cr..wn8vo6& 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.     Crow.i  ivo,  Qs. 

M  SCELLANIE3.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 

LOCRINE  :    .\  Tragedv.     Crown  Svo,  G.i. 

A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.     Cro^va  Svo,  7s.       . 

TH3  SISTERS  ;    A  Tratredv.     Crown  cvo,  6s. 

ASTROPEEL,  .*".•:.     Trown  'Svo,  Is. 

STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY.    Crjwn  Svo,- 

93. 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in^ 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, an  d_^^ile_ofthej\iithor_b^  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7».  <i<l. 

TAINE^S~inSTORY  OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE:     T rallied  by 

Henry  V.\n  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  30s. — Popular  Editiojt, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TXYLORTDR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),    WORKS   BY.     CrownSvocloih,  .>*.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Liie  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON   BRITISH   FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations.. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.     With  363  Illustrations. 
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TAYLOR  (BAYARD).— DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB  :   Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '^s. 

TAYLOR  (TOM).— HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twist   Axe  and  Crown,''  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  .\rkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,'*  "  Plot  and  Passion."     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ?s.  Ofl. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

Post  8vo,  portrait  cj%-er,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6it. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  .M.\kepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

THAMES,  A    NEW   PICTORIAL   HISTORY    OF    THE.      By    A.    sT 

Krausse.     With  34.0  Hiustrations      Post  8vo.  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  <id. 

THIERS  (ADOLPHE).-HISTORY  of  the  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  of 

FRANCa    UNDER    NAPOLEON.      Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and  John 
Stebbing.     With  36  Steel  Plates.     12  vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra.  12s.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  :is.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  :is.  ea. 
THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER.      I         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  -js. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    V\:th  Intro- 

duction  bv  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  *-is. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.     With  lUustra,- 
tions  in  Colours.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ys.  6€l. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  'Js.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE   MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  «d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hos-.eiries.  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:    Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 

tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk.  &c.     48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOTELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6<1.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '.is.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  !    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  Illustrated  boards,  'is.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  I    THE  AMERICAN   SENATOR. 

THE  GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE.  MARION  FAY. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  ttd.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tj;*.  each. 
LI KE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    !    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds..'Js. 
TROWBRIDGE  (J.  T.).— FARNELL^S  FOLLY.  Post  Svo.  boards,  2s. 
TYTLER  (C.  C.  FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  e.xtra,  3s.  6<l. ;  post  8vo,  ihustrated  boards.  l5s. 

TYTLER  (SARAH)~NOVELS~BY^  ^ 

Crown  3vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 'is.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '-is.  each. 
WHAT   SHE   CAME   THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE  I    DISAPPEARED.  1  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.    I    THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

THE  MACDONALD  LASS.     Witn  Frontispiece.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  fid. 

fTPWARDlALLEN)rNOVELS  BY.  T~7~r 

'-'     THE  QUEEN  AGAINST  OWEN.      Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  CmI.  :  post  Svo,  bds.,  2.s. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  BALKISTAN.    Crown  Svo.  coth  extra,  3-s.  fid. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER.     Bv  the  Writer  of  "Belle's"  Letters  in  Tlie 
^      World.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  fid. , 

VILLARI  (HNDA).-A  DOUBLE  BOND  :   A  Story.    Fcap.  Svo,  te. 
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VIZETELLY  (ERNEST  A.). -THE  SCORPION  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

With  a  Frontispiece.     Crown  »vo,  cloth  extra,  os.  6d. 


WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.).  WORKS  BY. 

''     WALPORDS  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE   UNITED   KINdflOM  (1895-.    Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,    Marriage,   Education.   cVc.    of  i:,ooo   Heaus   of  Families,  their  Keirs,  Uffices,  Addresses, 

Clubs.  <S:c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  eilt,  50s. 
WALFORDS  SHILLING  PEERAGE   .1895).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords.  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers.  &c.     ?2roo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALPORD  S   SHILLING  BARONETAGE   a895>.     Containing:  a  LUt  of  the  Barcnets  of  the  United 

Kirg-dom.  Bingraphical  Xotires.  Addresses.  &c.    321110,  cioth.  Is. 
WALPORD  S    SHILLING    KNIGHTAGE   (1895  >.    Containing  a  Li=t  of  the  Knights   of  the   Uniteci 

Kirgdom,  Bicrraphical  Notices.  Addresses,  &c.     ^:mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALPORD  S  SHILLING  BOUSE  OF  COMMONS  il895,i.     Containing  a  List  of  aUthe  Members  of  th& 

New-  Pariament.  their  Addresses.  Clubs.  &c.     32nio,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD  S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE.  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS. 

(ISSSi      Rcyal  s^mo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

TALE S  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Sd. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE   ANGLER;   or,  The  Con^ 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  hov.-  to  Angle  for  a 
irout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique.  7».  6d. 

WALT   WHITMAN,   POEMS    BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,  by 

William  M.Rossetti.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  Svo.  band-made  paper  and  buckram.  6s. 

WARD  (HERBERT).-MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD, 

With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller.     Post  Svo,  1*.;  clcth.  1«.  6d. 

WARNER   (CHARLES   DUDLEY).-A    ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6». 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE   CHARLES  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  p&rer  22  in.  Lv  14  in.     'Js. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including. 
Queen  Eliyabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seai.     '2^. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.     Crown  Svo,  l;*. ;  clotn.  Is.  6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2h. 


WEATHER,  HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  THE  POCKET  SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.     By  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Iliustraiions.     Cr.  ;vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WEBBER  (BYRON).-FUN,  FROLIC,  AND  FANCY.    With  43  IllusI 

trations  by  Phil  May  and  Charles  May.     Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover.  Is.  

WESTALL    (WILLIAM).  — TRUST-MONEY:       Post  8vo,   illustrated 

boards,  *i», ;  cloth  limp,  "is.  6d. 

WHrST,  HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO.    By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles 
F.  Pardon.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'jgs. 

WHITE  (GILBERT).— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  S^SLBORNI: 

Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  '.js. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7.*.  6d. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  ^vo,  cictb,  38.  Cd. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  8vo.  clcth  extra,  6*. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  cvo,  cloth  extra,  9s» 
A  VINDICATION    OF   PHRENOLOGY.      With  Portrait  and  43  Illustrations.   Demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  I'js.  ftd. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  FrH.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  250  Illustrations.  Cr.  cvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d» 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  «d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cioth  extra,  Os. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  nTimerous  lUusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusis.  Cr.  8vo.  Is.;  ci.,  Is.Od, 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  55  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  :js.  <>d. 

WISSMANN  (HERMANN  VON).-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH 

EQUATORIAL  AFRICA.    With  93  IllustraU-as.    Demy  Svo,  1G<». 
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WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post   Svo,    illustrated    boards,   Vj^.   ecica ; 
clo'h  liinp.  '2m.  iiil.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE. IJREGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E   Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  li».  Oil. 


WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.   PostSvo.b  ards  ti*.  ..rh 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIK. 
WOOD  (LADY).— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 


WOOLLEY  (CELIA  PARKER).-RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;  or,  Love 

and  Theology.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs. ;  cloth,  '^jj.  <i<l. 

WRIGHT    (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  r*.  Cd.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures.  Squibs,  S-c. 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  F.a..\. 

WYNMAN  (MARGARET).— MY  FLIRTATIONS.      With  13  Ihustia- 

tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3a.  6<i. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  '-Js.  each. 
^    LAND  AT   LAST.  |  THE  FORLORN   HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

7ANGWILL  (I.)-GHETTO  TRAGEDIES.     With  Three  iliu^traaons 

by  A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  1;^.  net. 

ZOLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 

THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 

DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

MONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

LOURDES.     Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

EMILE   ZOLA:    A  Biography.    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits,  Illustrations, 
and  Facsimile  Letter.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  139. 


SOME  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN  SERIES. 

*^'  For  f idler  catalogjting,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 
THE    MAYFAIR    LIBRARY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3.*..  Gd.  per  Volume. 


A.  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  X.  dk  Maistre. 

Translated  bv  Sir  HENRY  Attwell. 
<Juips  and  Quiddities.    By  V>'.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  'The  Times. ' 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  Abridg-nient  of  Burton. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    Bv  W.  T.  DOBSux. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fi.n-Bec. 
"W.  S.  Gilberts  Plays.    Three  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
^Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Social  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Curiosities  of  Criticisir..    Bv  H.  I.  Jennings. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oli\-er 

WENDELL   HOLME.^. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
Torensic  Anecdotes^ By  Jacob  Larwood. 

THE  GOLDENTiBRARY. 

:Biversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  B.ayard  Taylor. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Bv  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexar.'der  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    Bv  Leigh  Hunt. 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Bv  Jacob  J^arwood. 
Jeux  dEsprit.    Edited  bv  HENRY  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    Bv  E.  LYNN  Linton. 
Ourselves.    Bv  E.  LYNX  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     Bv  R.  Macgreg'-'R. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    Bv  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.     By  W.  H.  Mallcjck. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    Bv  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Resaddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau  :   His  Life  and  .A.ims.     By  H.  A.  I'ACE. 
Puniana,.     Bv  Hon.  HUGH  Rowlev. 
More  Paniaria.    Bv  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  W.m.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Noto-Eook.    By  Dr. 
Andrew  WilscDN. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

The    Autocrat    of    the   Breakfast    Table.      By 

Oliver  avendell  Holmes. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur  :   Selections  froTn  Mallorv. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pas:al. 
Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in    Patagonia.    By  Julius    Beer- 

bOHM.     Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  I-REDERICK  BOY'LE. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick:  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  Daniel. 

Illustrated  bv  CRUIKSHANK. 
Circus  Life.    By  Tho.mas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    By  Tho.m.as  Pros.. 
■The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.    By 

Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.    By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  JJs.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.    By  Ja.mes  Greenwood. 
Tunis.     By  Chev.  Hesse-Wartecg.     22  lUusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sajdngs. 
The  Genial  Showman.    B.\-  E.  P.  Kingston'. 
Storvf  of  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larw<:iod. 
London  Characters.    Bv  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising   in   the   South   Seas.     Ey  C 

Warren  Stoddard.    Illustratsd. 
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Books  in  Series— fo;;f!«:^f^. 

HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  Svo,  doth  boards,  Is.  6fl.  each, 
rhe  Old  Maid  s  Sweetheart.    Bv  A.  ST.  AUBYN.       ;      Taken  from  the  Eneaiy.    Bv  H.  XE'.veolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.    By  Alan  St.  Aubvn. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephescs.    M.  E.  COLERIDGE 

MY 


A  Lost  Soul.     Bv  W.  L.  Aldhn. 

Dr.  Pailiser  s  Patient.    Bv  GR.\NT  Allen. 


LIBRARY.     Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburgbe.  ti««.  6<I.  each. 
Citation  and  Esjiniaation  of  William  Shakspeare  Christie  Johnstone.    Bv  Ch.\rlf..s  Re.a.de. 

By  W.  S.  Lan<':r.  Peg  Woffiagton.     By  CHARLES  KHADE. , 

The"  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin.  The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    PostSvo. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    Bv  Charles  Lamb. 
iiohinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  bv  G.  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  TH6^LA.s  Hood.    "With 

:-.  I!!ust.'at:o"S. 
The  Barber  8  Chair.    Bv  DOUGLAS  JRRROLD. 
i-astronomv.    Bv  Brill.\t-Savarln. 
Toe  Epicurean.  3cc.    Bv  tho:.i.a.s  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt  s  Essays.    Ed-ted  bv  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  '3s.  each. 
White  s  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
GuLivers  Travels.  tSrc.     Bv  Dem  Swift. 
Plays  by  Richard  Brins'ley  Sherid.\n. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Thomson  s  Seasons.     Illustrated. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table  and  The 
Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table.    Bv  Oliver 
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Library  Editions  of  Novels, ciany  Ulusi 
Kt  F.  yi.  AL.I.E>. 

Green  as  Gras?. 

By  OKAXT  Al.I.r:-\. 

PhiUstia.  This  Mortal  Cr-iL 

Babylon.  The  Great  Taboo. 

Strange  Stories.  Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 

Beckoning  Hand.  Blood  Roval. 

In  all  Shades.  Duchess  of  Powysland. 

The  Tents  of  Stem.  Ivan    Greet  s     Master- 

For  Maimie  s  Saie,  pi'ce. 

The  Devil  s  Die.  The  Scallrwas. 

By    TIAKV  AM>EU>*il>y. 
Othello  s  Occupa'ior. 

By  Ef>\VB>'  L..  AK3i'0L,O, 
Phra  the  Phranician. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Kicholas. 

By  Al.A.'^'  !»T.  AITBVX. 
A  Fel'ow  of  Trinitv.  To  his  Own  Master 

TLB  Juaicr  Dean  '  In  Face  of  the  "World. 

Master  01  St. Benedict'?.    Orchard  Danerel. 

Bt  Rev.  !*.  BAKIXCJ  OOILO, 
Red  Spider.  Ev^. 

By  KOBEKT    BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.         |  From  Whose  Boiirne. 

By  FKA.Mi   BAWREIT. 
The  "Woman  of  the  ^r^n  Braoe'ets. 

Bv  *'BEEEE." 
Vashti  and  Istber. 

J^ir  W.  BESA:VT  &:  J.  RIt  E. 
Mr  Little  Girl.  '  The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 

Case  of  Sir.  Lucraft.         i  Read^-MoneyMortifcoy. 
This  Son  of  "Valcan.  ;  W.th  Ha: p  and  Grown. 

The  Golden  Butterfly.        'Twas  in    Trafalgar  s 
Br  Celia  s  Arbotir.  ]      Bay. 

The  Mon"s.s  of  Thelema.     The  Chaplain  of  the 
The  Seamy  Side.  ■      Fleet. 

Bv  Sir  WALTER   BESAXT. 
A'l    Sorts   and    Condi-     Uncle  Jack. 

tions  of  Men.  Caildren  of  Gibeon. 

Th°  Captains  Room.  Sell  of  St.  Paul  s. 

Ail  in  a  Garden  Fair.  To  CaU  Hf  r  itoie. 

Herr  Faulus.  The  Holy  Rose. 

The  Ivory  Gate.  Armorel  o:  Lyonesse. 

Tie  Wcr'd  Went  Very     St.  Katherine  s  by  the 

Woll  Then.  Tower. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom.     Verbena  Cimeiaa  Ste- 
The  Rebel  Queen.  phanotis. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Bv  ROBERT    BrCIIAXAX. 
Shado'-re-  of  the  Sword.      '  Annan  Water. 
A  Child  o:  Nattire.  '  Woman  and  the  Man. 

H-'ir  of  Linne.  The  New  Abeiard. 

The       Martrrdom      of     Foxglove  Mano' 
""Madeline. '  Master  of  the  Min^. 

God  and  the  Man.  '  Red  and  White  He^th£^. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  Matt.    :      Rachel  'tene. 

Bv  J.  MITCIIEEI.  CnAPV^.E. 
The  Minor  Chord. 


crated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3<.  6cl.  each- 
By  HAJLE   C'Ai?>E. 

The  Shadovr  of  a  Crime,  i  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  :t1ACE-4REX  €0BB\X. 

The  Rfd  Sultan.  Th"?  Burden  of  Isabel. 

3IORT.  ife  FRAA€Ef*C  OES.B.\.«3, 

TratioOiigration.  i  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 


:'KSTiith  «^  Schol: 
The  Village  Comedy 

By  AVII.KIE    CO 


night. 
You  Play  me  False. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lad?. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daushtar, 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Sav  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Geniu". 
The  Legacy  of  Ciitt, 
A  Rogue  s  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

Ai't-^r  Dark. 

Na  Name. 

Antonina, 

EasU. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Mv  Miscellacies. 

Tae  Woman  in  "White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Kan  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

T:is  New  Magdalen. 

By  l»L  TTO:V  COOK» 
Paul  Foster  s  Daushtar. 

By   E.^  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  C  ECU.    COTES. 
Two  G;r!s  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.    ECiBEKT   CRA25BOCK, 
Hii  Vanished  Star. 

By  II.  X.  CSELEIX. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By   »IATT    CRIH. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  JI.  CROKER. 
Diana  Bamngton.  A  Bird  of  Paasags. 

Proper  Pnde.  'To  Let. 

A  Family  Likeness.  Outcast  of  the  ?eopie;. 

Prettv  Miss  Neville. 

By   WIEEIAH    CVPl.ES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PIIOXSE    DAL'DET. 
The  Evangelist  :  or.  Port  Salvat;o:i. 
By  II.   COEEHA>   WAVliiSO.Vo 
Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By   ERA!* nUS    DA «  SO 3?. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JA.UES  DE  ITIIEEE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.    EEIFII  DERWEXT, 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe  b  Levers. 
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By  DICK.  DOXOVA.V 

Tracked  to  Doom.  |  Maa  from  Manchester. 

Bv  A.  COiVAN    DOITI^E. 

The  Firm  of  Girdleitone. 

J<.JEA»'ETTE    »r>'CArV. 

A  Daughter  of  To  day.  |   Vernon  s  Aunt. 

By  ITIis.  AIViME   EI>^VARI>ES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  O.  -lIAIVVlEr,E   FEiMV. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.       |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGEKAED. 

ratal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRA:VCIEE0N. 

One  by  One.  1  King  or  Knave  ? 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.     Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Real  Queen.  I  Jack  Doyle  s  Daughter. 

Pvef.bySiiBARTEE  FRERE. 

■pandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  PAl'E   GALEOT. 

The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHAREES  GIBBOX. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  | 

Bv  E.   GEAIVVIEEE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker,    j 

A  Fair  Colonist.  1 

By  E.  J.  GOOD?IA!V. 

^The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIE   GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SVDXEY  GRirVDV. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.      ;   Susy. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden     Sally  Dows. 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 


Springs. 
Col.  Starbottle's  Client. 


Jack 


Prct-ge    of 
Hamlin  s. 
BellRinger  of  Angels. 
Clarence. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued 
By  EDITIOIVD  EEPEEEETIER 
Madame  Sans  Gene. 

By   HARRY   EINDSAIT. 

Ehoda  Roberts. 

By  E.  EYIVN  EINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  Lord? 
My  Love ! " 


By  JEEIAN  HAAVTHOR>E. 

Garth.  1  Beatrix  Randolph. 

EiUce  Quentin.  David  Poindester  s  Dis- 

Sebastian  Strome.  appearance. 

Dust.  The    Snectre    of    the 

Tortune's  Fool.  I      Camera 

By  Sir  A.  HEEPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.  HEi\DERSO.\. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  HE:VTY. 
Bujub  the  Juggler.         I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  JOHIV  HIEE. 
The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  .Ills.  HENGERFORD. 

Lady  Vemer's  Flight.   |  The  Red-House  Mystery. 

By   TIis.  AEFRED    HEAT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.         1  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By   CETCEIFFE    HYAE. 
Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE    I£E>'G. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
'•  Tie  Wearing  of  the  Green." 


Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leaa 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
EECY. 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

By  H.  W, 

Gideon  Flevce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  1  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

Linley  Rochford.  My  Enemy  s  Daughter. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Red  Diamonds. 

Donna  Quixote.  |  Dear  Ladv  Disdain. 

Maid  of  Athens.  j  The  Dictator. 

Camiola.  1  The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  GEORGE  MA«;D0AAED. 

Heather  and  Snow.         |  Phantastes. 
By  E.  T.  ITIEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  BERTRAiri    MITFORD. 

The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw         Fanning's 
Ridgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  ITlUDDOCIt. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
By  D.  CHRISTIE  MERRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 
Val  Strange.   |   Hearts. 


First  Person  Singular. 

Cjniic  Fortun?. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

BobMartin's  Little  Girl. 

Time  s  Revenges. 

A  Wasted  Crime. 

In  Direst  Peril. 

Mount  Despaii-. 

&   HERMAIV, 

Paul  Jones's  Alias. 


A  Model  Father. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
By  MURRAi: 

The  Bishops'  Bible.  I 

One  Traveller  Returns,  j 

BtHEME  nisbet. 

"  Bail  Fp  ! " 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann  s. 

By  G.    OHNET. 

A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OEIDA. 

Two     Little     Woodan 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos.  • 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 

By  MARGARET 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAilV 


Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
RufSno. 
PipistreUo. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.   |    Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlrn.        |  Guilderoj 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 

A.  PAE'E. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  Were 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery   of  Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter  3  Word. 
By  Proxy. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Onl* . 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  WilL 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— contintie.i. 
By  Jlrs.  CAMPBEH.    PRAE]>. 

Oatlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Ciiristina  Chard. 

JJy  E.  C.  JPRICE. 
Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Tie  Foreigners.  | 

Br  RICHARD  PRYCE. 
tli33  Maxwell's  Afiestions. 

By  CBIARI.ES  REAI>E. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  1   Singleiieart  andDouble- 


Mand. 

The  Double  Marriage.   | 
Love   Me   Little,  Love ; 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister  and  the  | 

Hearth. 


face. 
Good    Stories   of    Men 

and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  WofBngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 


The    Course    of    True '  Griffith  Gaunt. 


Love. 


Foul  Play. 


The  Autobiography  of  The  Wandering  Heir. 

a  Thief.  ,  A  WomanHater. 

Put    Yourself    in    His '  A  Simpleton. 

Place.  A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Readiana. 
The  Jilt. 

By  IWLrs.  J.  H.  RIBBEEE. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  a:tieeie  rives. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBi:VSO."V. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  BORA   Rl'SSEEi.. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  W\  CEARIv    Rl'SSEEJ.. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  i  The  Phantom  Death. 

My  Shipmate  Louise.        Is  He  the  Man  '? 
Alone  onWideWide  Sea.  1 

By  JOHIV    SAt'NBER!*. 

€uy  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.     |  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  KATIIARIIVE   SAL'XOERS. 

M?.rgaret  and  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gidson  s  Rock.  Sebastian. 

Th3  High  Mills.  | 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  HA\n.EY   SITIART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  ^V.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  R.  A.  STERXBAEE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    THO^IAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-Player. 

By  A^TTHONIT  TROEEOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  j    Scarborough's  Family 
Frau  Frohmann.  i    The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROEEOPE. 

Like    Ships   upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel  s  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TERGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  :^IARIt  TWAIN. 

The  American  Claimant.  I  Tom  Sa-svyer  Abroad. 
Ths£l,0Q0,0-j03ank-note.  |  Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TVTEER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTEER. 

Lady  B?U.  1  The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

The  Srida's  Pa.^3.  The  Macdonald  Lass. 

Buried  Diamonds.  | 

By  AEEEN  EPWAB1>. 

The  Quean  against  Owen. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETEEEi:. 
The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 

By.lIARG.lLRET   ^VYN:?iAN. 

Mv  Flirtations. 

By  E.  ZOEA. 

The  Downfall.  I  Dr.  Pascal. 

The  Dream.  1  Money.       |     Lourdes. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


By  ARTEHIS   WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EBJIOiNB  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HA3IIETON    AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |   Confidences. 

By  MARV   AEBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By  :TIi-8.  aeexanber. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow  ?    l  'Valerie  s  Fate. 
By  GRANT  AEEEN. 


For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  8  Daughter. 
The  Duchess   of  Po-wys- 

land. 
I/anGreet'sMasterpiece. 
■The  Scallywag. 


By  Rex. 

Red  Spider. 


BARING  GOEEB. 

1  Eve. 


By  FRANK 

Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  L.fe  &  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 

lich. 
Follv  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babyioru 

The  Devil's  Die. 

This  Mortal  CoiL 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

Blood  Royal 

By    E.    EESTER    ARNOED. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AEAN  ST.  AEBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       I  Master  of  St. Benedict's 
The  Junior  Dean.  |  To  His  Own  Master. 


BARRETT. 

Honest  Davie. 
A  Prodieals  Progress. 
Foucd  G'uiltv. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John   Ford;    and    His 
Helpmate. 


SHEESEEV     BEAECHAHP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  Sir   IVAETER    BES\.\T. 


Dorothy  Forster. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Uncle  Jack. 

Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains   Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  'Very 
Well  Then. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom 

Ti  Call  Her  M.ne. 

rne  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

Arm  ore!  of  Lvonesse. 

"he  Holy  Rose. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

Sr.  Katherines  by  the 

Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 


Sir     W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Litile  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia  s  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelcma. 
Th^  Seamy  Side. 


The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas     in     Trafalgar's 

Bay. 
The    Chaplain    of    the 

Fleet. 


30 


CHATTO    8c    WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PiCCADILLY. 


Two-Shii,ling  T<iovEi.s— continued. 
Bv  ATIBROSE  BaKlirE. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

Bv  FKEOERffrii  BOYf.E. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No  man's 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 

CaUfornian  Stories.        i  Flip.  I    Mamja. 

Gabriel  Ccnroy.  j  APhyllisof  the  Sierras. 

The    Luci    of    Rearing  i  A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Camp.  i  A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

An  Heiress  of  Ked  Dog.  i      Gate. 

By  HAROI.I>   BRYWOC*. 
TTncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT    BirHAN^IV. 


The  Martyidcm  oi  Ma- 
deline. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 

Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
t'Ali"\'E. 

The  Deemster. 


Shadow  of  the  Svord. 
A  Child  cf  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  fcr  Iver. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  oi  the  Mine 

By  II ALL. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime 
A  Sen  of  Hagar.  | 

Bv  Commander  CAITIERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
Bv  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAITIEROIV 
Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  HAVDEN  CARRLTllI. 
The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  ALSTIN   CEARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

Bv   Tlis.  ARCHER  tEIVE. 
Paul  Ferrcll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Br  I»IACEAREIV   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  AEESTON    COEEIXS. 
The  B.^r  Sin:ster. 

MOKT.  &  FRANCES  COEE5NS 
Sweet  Anne  Pf 


Sweet  aud  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 
ElvIE    COEEINS. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  'White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
•I  Say  No!" 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Tr  ansmi  grat:  on . 
From  Midnight  to  Mid- 
night. 
A  Fight  V7ith  Fortune. 
By  \%'"  "' 

Armadale. 

AfttT  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antcnina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Deadjecret. 

Queen  cf  xiearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Roeue'j  Life. 

By  in.  J.  COEQUIIOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  So}dier. 

By  DUTTON  COOK. 
I^eo  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

Bv    C.  EC;^BERT    CRABROili. 
The  Prcrh^t  cf  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  .tSAI'T    CKiJl. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

Bv  B.  ?1.  CRORER. 
Pretty  Miss  Ne\-iil.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 

D-;an.i  Eanington.  Proper  Pride. 

"To  Let  '  '  A  Family  Likeness. 

By  ^V.  CYi»EES. 
Hearts  of  Go^d. 

By  AEPIIONSE   DAUBET. 
The  Evangelist ;  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By  EKA«:«ILS  I>A^VSON. 
The  FoTaitain  of  Youtli. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — contintied. 

By  .lAIIES  »E   ITIIEEE, 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  EEITII    1>ERYVENT, 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.         I  Circe's  Lovers. 

Bv  CIlAREEi*    OICKENS. 


I  Nicholas  Kickleby. 

I>ONOVAN. 

From  Information  Re- 
I       ceived. 
I  Tracked  to  Doom. 
■  Link  by  Link 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of   tb.e 
Law. 


Sketches  by  Boz. 
0.iver  Twist. 

By  BICK 
The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last ! 
Wanted ! 
Who    Poisoned     Hetty 

Duncan  ? 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective  sTriunphs 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

By  Mv^.  ANNIE  EI>T»  ARBE^. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        I  Archie  Loveil. 
By  ill.  BETIIAH-EB  WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EI>AV.  EGGl^ESTON. 
Roxv. 

By  G.   lIANVir.l.E    FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.         |     Witness  to  the  Deed. 
Bv  PERCY  FITZCJKRAI.B. 


Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten. 
Polly. 
Fatal  Zero. 


Second  Mi's.  Tillotson. 
Seventy  -  five    Brooka 

Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 


By  P.  FITZCiEKAEB  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

.4I.BAiVY    I>E    FONBEANQEE. 

Filthv  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIEEON. 

Olympia.  j   King  or  Knave? 

One  by  One.  j  Romances  of  the  Law. 

A  Real  Queen.  i   Ropes  of  Sand. 

Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Dog  and  his  Shadow 

By  IIAROEO   FREBERICli. 
Seth's  Brother  s  Wife.    !   The  Lawton  Girl. 
Pief.  by  Sir  BABTEE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  IIAIN  FRISWEEE. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EUWARB  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GIEBERT  GAUE. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CilAREES   GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

rnncy  Free.  i  Flower  of  the  Forests 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  The  Bra-es  of  Yarrow. 

■What   will  the  World     The  Golden  Shaft. 


Of  High  legree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Hearts  Delight. 
Blood-Mcney. 


LBERT. 
of    tl 


Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart  s  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WIEEIAITS   G 
Dr.  Austin  s  Guests.        I  The     Wizard 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By    ERNEST   GEANVfEEE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I   The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  1 

By  HENRY  GREVIEEE. 
A  Noble  Woman.  |   Nikanor. 

By   CECIE   GRIFFITH. 
Corinthla  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRENDY. 
The  Days  of  his  'Vanity. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bavou  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDRE^V  HAEEIDAY^ 
Every-day  Papers. 

By  Eady  DE^FFUS   HARDY% 
Paul  Wynter  s  Sacrifice. 


